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TrainYouat Home 


ET INTOELECTRICITY The world’s biggest and most fasci- 

nating business needs he Ordinary ee earn $8 to $10 

a day, but thousands of the jobs—the ones that yy y $12 to $30 

a day—are going begging lees want of trained men to fill them. Why 

stick to your small-pay, no-future job? In a few short months time 

with my training you can be an Electrical Expert earning $70 to $200 
a week and not work half so hard as you do now. 

if you are fot satisfied.” There are no 


Thousznds of new power stations — 
mil iors of automobiles — the wildfire 
ezd of Radio and an undreamed of to thly 

au for electric light and power— Congattation and Vo Voeational 


all these thingsdemand moreand more _ outfit jocational 
i of these on with 
them anywhere 


ing—yoau can't 
Get the Proof! 
Big Electrical Book FREE 

You want proof! You want facts! These I 
in ig book—The “Vital Facts”’ 

I am an engineer with college go Gaining ay 

and 20 years of practical experience. = 

have employed and directed the work Men 

thousands of electrical men. I know 

what a man needs, to be a big success 

in Electricity. That's what I give you 

in my course—20 years of practical ex- 

perience simplified, and — easy for 

you to understand. My Course is the 

recognized best and most successful 

training of its kind in America. 


JOBS — How I Get Them 


My 
itself many tie 
Cooke” Trai: 
men they can get. 
My 16 Big Guarantees 
I don’t you anything—I 
Guarantee with a 8i 
bond backed u 
Dollar Institution. It 
says,” you get your Dept. 653, 2150 Lawrence Ave., Chicago 
back Send me your book “The Vital Facts About Electricity,” 
full particulars of your Home Study Course, and your 


16 Guarantees, including your Dian for helping me earn ! 


extra money while learning and py) de 
Em Service. This to 
enroll for your Course. 


th 
The Cooke Trained Man is the Man 


= 
» 4G oe 
ak > Bay's Get 
i= 
C ke \\ ~Nw tricity 
00 $800 to $1000 a 
Tr ained Men : Month for Jirinec 
00 to In business for him- 
self doing Electrical 
Tn work Jirinee, 
a q 1183 Fourth Avenue, 
L. |, New 
3 ork, makes over 
$ 00 a ed ~ $10,000.00 a year. He 
fog alone respon: 
> Pence Earns Over 
$750 Every Month 
W. E. Pence, Albany 
Ore. , sveciaiizes in Auto 
Electricity and makes 
$760.00 a month. Was 
formerly a mechanic 
earning $30.00 a week, 
[Will Pence has the only 
“white collar’’ job in 
Automobile work. The 
repair man gets the 
Ciel 
money. 
Montrose Makes 
; $800 in 23 Days 
trical 
Montrose says. “You 
not only taught me elec- 
money out of 
Jumps from $5 a 
Day to $5000 a Year 
L. COOKE, 
Earn ork Construction Co. 
M > anddirectshundredsof 
men.**Cooke’ Training 
Learning 
You can turn my 4 
aker you for | this 
course I show you 
spare time electrical jobs for my st s. [his money is act- ‘ 
work and teach you cally on Employment Coupon 
how to do it. I oe gene. And I do get Sor my stu- 
a complete ts, even before they finish m ~ 
of tools and appa- course. ‘They don’t have to wait until Th for my 
Engineering Works, @ 4 
the Million Dollar In- 
up my guarantess. a” | 
atory. — 


To the woman who is not 


RANKNESS of speech is one 
thing. Frankness of thought is 
quite another. And a wholesome thing 
it is. Nothing more surely gives a 
woman poise and confidence than the 
habit of frank, straight thinking 
about her own physical well-being. 
To know the facts about feminine hy- 
giene—that is not indelicacy. It is en- 
lightenment. To know the dangers that 
come from the use of poisonous com- 
pounds—that too is enlightenment. 


Throw out the “skull and 
crossbones”’ 


Women have long been victims of the 
failure of science to provide a non- 
poisonous antiseptic which had enough 
germicidal power to be of practical 
use. Compounds containing carbolic 
acid or bichloride of mercury held 
sway simply because there was noth- 
ing to take their place. And both of 
these are dangerous poisons. 

Now all this is changed. Science at 
last Aas solved the problem. And the 
result is the great antiseptic, Zonite, 
which has proved its value in hun- 
dreds of thousands of homes. Mothers 
need no longer worry that deadly 
poisons may fall into the hands of 
their children. In this way, Zonite 


afraid to be frank. 


— in her thinking 


Zonite combines remarkable germ- 
killing power with complete safety in 
use. It is actually far more powerful 
than any dilution of carbolic acid that 
can be safely applied to the human 
body, and it is fifty times as strong as 
peroxide of hydrogen. 


Zonite endorsed by hospitals 
and specialists 


Many members of the medical profes- 
sion, though endorsing the practice of 
feminine hygiene as a health measure, 
have long deplored the use of poison- 
ous, caustic fluids for the purpose. No 
wonder, then, that Zonite has been 
hailed with satisfaction. 


A whole 
medicine chest 
in itself 


Zonite kills germs. 

That is why Zonite is valuable for so 
many different purposes. 

For prevention against colds, coughs, 
grippe and influenza. 

For a daily mouth-wash to guard 
against pyorrhea and other gum in- 
fections. 

For cuts, wounds, burns and scratches. 
For use as a deodorant. 

Remember that Zonite, though a very 
powerful antiseptic, is non-poi 

and absolutely safe to use. 


For Zonite, notwithstanding its great 
germicidal power is, in its many uses, 
absolutely harmless to delicate mem- 
branes and tissues. In fact, its action 
is beneficial and mildly stimulating. 
Dental authorities are recommending 
it highly as a mouthwash and 

for oral hygiene generally. 


This free booklet offered 
by the Women’s Division 


The Women’s Division has 
prepared a dainty booklet ex- 
pressly for the use and con- 
venience of women. Thoroughly and 
frankly it discusses feminine hygiene 
and other affairs of the toilette 
mouth, scalp, complexion, etc., and 
its scientific, impersonal treatment 
of these matters enhances its value 
in the eyes of the intelligent reader. 
Every woman with a sense of respon- 
sibility to herself will want to have a 
copy or to pass a copy along to her 
friends. It is a booklet every mother 
will want to give her, daughter. A 
copy will be mailed in dainty “social 
correspondence” envelope. Use the 
coupon below. 

Zonite Products Company 
Postum Bidg., 250 Park Avenue 

New York Cuy 


In Canada, 165 Dufferin St, ZONITE 


Women’s 
Devisron 


has proved itself a blessing many 


times multiplied. Toronto 


PRODUCTS CO 
Postum Building 
250 Park Avenue 
New York City 


In bottles 50c and $1 
at drug stores 
Slightly higher in Canada 


I should like to have a free 
copy of the illustrated booklet 
you have prepared. 


Onile 


Name 


Address 


If your druggist cannot 
supply you, send 50c 
direct to the Zonite 
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“All the Law 
There Was” 


It was murder—cold- 
blooded murder, and there 
followed a chase across 
snowclad mountains glis- 
tening under a blazing 


sunl 


Here is one of the 
strangest, most fascinating 


published. 


Two solitary figures, one 


stories ever 


fleeing, the other pursu- 


ing, moved across the great 


white expanse of snow. 


He who followed was 


young and vigorous, yet 


SMART SET is publishing his 
story of what happened that 
day. It is refreshingly differ- 
ent, but it was the greatest 
Did he 


moment of his life. 
do right? 
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Let Others Tell You How Easy 


It Is To Make Bi¢ Mens” 
This New Way 


If I tell you, positively, that you can quickly add 
$50.00 or more a week to your income, you may 
say I’m prejudiced. But when hundreds of men 
—just like you—have done this, and when they 
tell you that you can do it, easily, then you must 
believe! Read the message and Free Offer below. 


By J. E. GREENSLADE 


ET’S understand one another first. 
You want more money. Everyone 
does. And I’m going to show you 

how to get it quickly, surely and easily! 
I say that with certainty because I’ve 
done exactly that for hundreds of 
other men. 

How much do you want? Let’s say 
you make $35 a week now. Suppose 
you could add only $50.00 to that 
amount. That would make $85 a 
week. How would that suit you? 


How It Is Done 


Now you want to know how this is 
done. As I promised I’m going to let 
other men—men who have done it— 
tell you the secret. Just read the few 
short stories that follow and you'll 
understand how simple it is. 


“My name is Ward, James 

Ward, of Chicago. Returning from 

} the War I didn’t want to go back 

W to low pay. Wrote to Mr. Green- 

} slade and have made $12,000in the 
last year—$1,350 last month.” 

\. D. Miller, a Chicago boy, made $100 a 
month as stenographer in July. Then he wrote 
to me and in September—3 months later—he 
was making $100.00 a week. 


George W. Kearns of Okla- 
homa writes: “I have never 
earned more than $60 a month. 
Last week I cleared $306.00 and 
this week $218.00—$524.00 in 
two weeks.” 

This is Clenny of Kansas. 
Clenny says: “I was making 
$150.00 a month as a clerk. In one jump I went 
to $500.00 a month and last month made 
$850.00.” 


Warren Hartle of Chicago 
was a railway mail clerk for ten 
years. He says: “I decided to 
make a change and during the 
past 30 days made more than 
$1,000.” 


Mett J. H. Cash of Atlanta. He writes: “I 
exchanged my $75 a month job for one that 
pays me $500 a month.” 


This is F. Wynn, of Portland, 
Oregon, talking: “Last week my 
earnings amounted to $554.37— 


This week will go over $400.00.” 


An Iowa man, Charles Berry, 
says: “I was formerly a farm- 
hand. The very first month I 
earned $1,000.” 


Just As Easy for You 

Now, then you want to know how 
they did it. These are only a few of 
the hundreds of letters we could print 
showing where men from every walk 
of life doubled and trebled their earn- 
ings by simply entering a new field. 
You can enter this field—the Selling 
field—where opportunities are ten to 
one in your favor. You know that 
Salesmen top the list of money makers 
—that the Salesman is his own boss— 
that his work is fascinating, interest- 
ing and highly profitable! But the 
thing you doubt is your own ability. 
All right, but you can become a first- 
class, money-making salesman in an 
amazingly easy way. 


Proof That Salesmen Are Made 
—Not ‘“Born’”’ 


Thousands of men—perhaps you, 
and those above included—once 
thought that salesmen were born, 
thought they were “not cut out for 
selling,” yet they now enjoy magnifi- 
cent earnings as salesmen. They were 
bookkeepers, lawyers, mechanics and 
farmhands—but in a few months after 
writing to the National Salesmen’s 
Training Association they were out in 
the field selling—and making more 
money than they had ever hoped to 
make. 

Sounds remarkable, doesn’t it? 
Yet there is nothing remarkable about 
it. Salesmanship is governed by rules 
and laws. There is a certain way of 


J. E. GREENSLADE 


saying and doing things, a certain way 
of approaching a prospect to get his 
undivided attention, a certain way to 
overcome objections, batter down 
prejudice, and outwit competition. 


Years of Selling Experience 
In a Few Weeks 


Just as you learned the alphabet, so you can 
learn salesmanship, and through the NA- 
TIONAL DEMONSTRATION METHOD— 
an exclusive feature of the N.S. T. A. System of 
Salesmanship Training—you gain the equiv- 
alent of actual experience while studying. 

The N.S.T.A. System of Salesmanship Train- 
ing and Employment Service will enable you to 
quickly step into the ranks of successful sales- 
men—will give you a big advantage over those 
who lack this training. It will enable you to 
jump from small pay to a real man’s income. 


Remarkable Book ‘‘Modern 


Salesmanship”’ Sent Free 

With my compliments I want to send you 
a most remarkable book, “Modern Salesman- 
ship.” 

It will show you how you can easily become 
a Master Salesman—a big money maker—how 
the N.S.T.A. System of Salesmanship Train- 
ing will give you years of selling experience in 
a few weeks; how our FREE Employment Ser- 
vice will help you secure a good selling position 
when you are qualified an 
ready. And it will give you suc- 
cess stories of former routine 
workers who are now earning 
amazing salaries as salesmen. 
Mail the coupon today. It may 
be the turning point in your life. 


Notional Association 
Dept. 26-C, N. A. Buildings, N. Dearborn, Chicago, Ml. 
National Salesmen’s Training Association, 

Dept. 26-C, N. S. T. A. Buildings, 1139 N. Dearborn, Chicago, Ml. 
Send me free your book “Modern Salesman 
ship,”” and proof that I can become a Master 
Salesman. 
Address 
City.. .. State 


Age Occupation 
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What All Women 


Want 


Plain Answers to Questions Involving 


Love—Courtship—Marriage 


AVE you been so unfortunate as to reach 

maturity without knowing the vital, funda- 
mental facts about life? Are you making mis- 
takes that may wreck your future happiness? 
Would you like to lift the curtain of mystery 
and learn the truth about sex matters? Are you 
discontented with the stupid lies and evasive 
answers the world gives you in place of the 
truth? If you are, here is your opportunity to 
secure the most startling—yes, the most won- 
derful book of its kind ever published. 


Happy now but how 


long will it last? 


Mysteries Revealed 


How long must we be slaves to Prudery? 


Wit you let “false modesty” 
and “prudishness” rob you of 
the right to understand the 
greatest force in life? Are you 
content to stumble along in 
ignorance? Do you want safe, 


I—The Science of Eugenics, II— 
Love, [V—Child- 
birth, V—Family Life, VI—Sex- 
ual Science, VII—Diseases and 
Disorders, VIII—Principles of 
Health and Hygiene, IX—The 


sane advice on sex 
questions? The time has 
come when every man and 
woman should know the 
truth about Sex-Life. 


The Truth 
Told at Last 


At last, matters that 
have been heretofore 
regarded as mysteries 
are written of frankly 
and openly. An amaz- 
ing 512-page book, 
“Safe Counsel,” by 
Prof. B. G. Jefferis, M. D., Ph. 
D., and Prof. J. L. Nichols, 
A. M., brushes aside all 
shams and conventions and 
EXPLAINS sex matters 
without beating around the 
bush. It answers the ques- 
tions that brides want to 
know on the eve of their 


Do You Know: 


—The secrets of a happy 
marriage? 

—The mistakes every couple 
should avoi 

—What the “‘danger year” 
of married life is? 

—Law of mutual! attraction? 

— What irritates a man? 

—If continence is desirable? 

—How to control your im- 
pulses? 

— Answers to sex problems? 

—Dangers of Ignorance? 

—Advice to the newly mar- 
ried? 

—Signs of excesses? 

—What every girl should 
know? 

—Three reasons for marital 
unhappiness? 

—How to hold your husband’s 
love? 

—The prevention and cure 
of social diseases? 

—Mistakes often Fatal? 

—Ethics of the unmarried? 

—What every young man 
should know? 

— Advice to expectant 
mothers? 

— What , rue love really 


means? 

—What kind of women make 
the best wives? 

—How to perpetuate the 
honeymoon? 


Story of Life. Just 
think of reading nine com- 
plete sections—104 chapters 
—each treating a different 
phase of the sex question. 
Could any book be more 
complete? 


Answers Ques- 
tions Frankly 


“Safe Counsel” dis- 
cusses the most inti- 
mate problems of your 
life. Here are a few of 
the subjects it covers: 
Science of Eugenics—Ethics 
of the Unmarried—Mistakes 
often Fatal—Venereal Dis- 
eases—A Word to Maidens 
—Questions and Answers 
on Sex Problems—How to 
Make Marriage one Con- 
tinuous Courtship — What 
to Do and What Not to Do 
— Advice to the Newly 


read what “Safe Counsel” has to say on 
the burning questions of the day. 

It is impossible to give you the com- 
plete facts about this wonderful book 
here, but if you would like to see a 
copy without risk or obligation, just mail 
the coupon and a copy will be sent at 
once without delay. 


Send No Money 
—Simply Mail Coupon 


Don’t send any money now. Just mail 
coupon. We will send “Safe Counsel” at 
once ina plain wrapper marked “Personal” 
for your examination. When the postman 
delivers the book—when it is actually in 
your hands—pay the postman only $1.98 
—the bargain price, plus a few cents 
postage—and the book is yours, Go over 
it to your hearts content. Read it from 
cover to cover, Then if you are not more 
than pleased, simply return it within five 
days and your money will be refunded at 
once. Could any offer be fairer? Remem- 
ber—send no money—take no risk—sim- 
ply sign and mail the coupon. 


wedding—that youths approaching man- 
hood demand of their elders—that mar- 
ried people should know. The real facts 
are told! Frankly! But truthfully! 


This amazing 512-page book 
contains nine startling sections: 


Married — Anatomy and Physiology — 
What is Love — Why many Wives are 
Restless and Irritable—etc., etc. 

You owe it to yourself to get direct, 
first-hand knowledge on sex matters. 
Don’t let another day pass until you 


4 


FRANKLIN ASSOCIATION, 

186 N. LaSalle Street, Dept.7303, Chicago 
Please send me your amazing 512- e book, ‘‘Safe 
Counsel,”’ in a plain wrapper marked ‘‘Personal.’’ I 
will pay the postman $1.98, plus postage upon arrival. 
If Lam not satisfied, I'll return the book within 5 days 
and you are to refund my money without a quibble. 


(Price outside U. S. A.—$2.22 cash with order) 
¥f you prefer to send cash in advance, remit only $1.98. 
Book will be sent prepaid. 
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ollow this 
Secret Service Operator 38 Is on the Job 


Follow him through all the excitement of his chase of the counterfeit gang. 
See how a crafty operator works. Telltale finger prints on the lamp stand 
in the murdered girl’s room! The detective’s cigarette case is handled by 
the unsuspecting gangster, and a great mystery is solved. Better than 
fiction. It’s true, every word of it. No obligation. Just send the coupon. 


m E The Confidential Reports 
No. 38 Made to His Chief 


And the best part of it all is this. It may open your eyes to the great 
future for YOU as a highly paid Finger Print Expert. More men are 
needed right now. This school has taken men just like you and trained 
them for high official positions. This is the kind of work you would like. 
Days full of excitement. Big salaries. Rewards. 


Earn®25000°10,000 a Year or science 
y ou Stu dy at H ome in Spare Time 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 20-63 Chicago, III. 


No advance education is needed. Any man who can read and any wasteves. 
write, and think can make good. A wonderful book tells all sour of FREE couren in Secret Serves 
about what others have done. Shows pictures of real crimes telligence and the Free Professional Finger Print Outfit. 


and the men who solved them. We'll send you a FREE copy 
with the free reports. Get the special offer now being made. Pn 
Mail the coupon. 


University of Applied Science 


Address 


1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 20-63 Chicago, Illinois ‘iis 
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‘Beginning with the March issue 0 


WILL BE 


Hearst’s International win Cosmopolitan 
Under the Editorial Direction of RAY LONG 


SERIALS -»-including the 


start of Mary Roberts Rinehart’s 
Greatest Mystery Novel...... 


“The Red Lamp” .In which a sym- 


bol from the Book 
of Black Magic and a lamp whose red rays 
presage crime make the solution more ex- 
citing even than‘‘Tbe Bat.” 


And 


. a vivid novel telling of 


“The Skyrocket’’: 
a screen star’s meteoric rise, 


by the young woman to whom all Hollywood con- 
fides its secrets. 


ADELA ROGERS ST. JOHNS 


ove and marriage in the 
Orient by the famous author of the story of 
“Rain” and “The Moon and Sixpence.” 


W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM 


“And They Lived Happily Ever After”’ 


An outspoken novel of married people’s morals by 
the author of “‘The House of a Thousand Candles.” 


MEREDITH NICHOLSON 


. A novel dealing with 


“That Royle Girl”: - 
a murder mystery and 


the efforts of the daring younger generation to 
make itself understood. 


EDWIN BALMER 


stirring 


“The Ancient Highway” oon in which 


a returned wanderer seeks revenge and finds 
romance in the Canadian Northwoods. 


JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD 


FEATURES...in all 
But even the great number of 
features is not as important as 
the fame of the distinguished 


contributors. 


“Tue PrisoNER WHo Mape A GARDEN ON THE 
Roap To He tt,” an absorbing study of a wife- 
murderer who has made Sing Sing a flower 


garden. By IRVIN S. COBB 


“AppLe Sauce!” an amusing story of a show-off’s 
maneuvers to get his little son a movie contract 
that will support the family. 

By NINA WILCOX PUTNAM 
“Mr. AEsop TO THE CONTRARY,” a gently ironic 
tale of two married couples which might be called 
a fable with an unmoral moral. 


By RUPERT HUGHES 


“Cappy Ricks” takes a boatload of ministers 
and school-teachers in search of romance in the 
South Seas ... a short story 


By PETER B. KYNE 


“Jerry's IpEa” .. . the love story of a poor rela- 
tion who was unexpectedly left a fortune and a 
house with seventeen remarkable servants. 


By GEORGE WESTON 


“My Tueortes oF Marriace Dipn’t Work 
Our”... an article in which a sensitive woman 
tells why her marriage was a disappointment. 


By RUTH WATERBURY 


” 


cAnd Sixteen other features and short stories 

*** by GEORGE ADE, BRUCE BAR- 

TON, MOLLIE PANTER-DOWNES, BRUNO 

LESSING, ED HOWE, O. O. McINTYRE, 

ROYAL BROWN, F. R. BECHDOLT, JOHN 

T. McCUTCHEON, ALMA and PAUL EL- 

LERBE, NORMAN HAPGOOD, RAY LONG, 

ROSE WILDER LANE, HENDRIK WILLEM 

VAN LOON, WILLIAM SLAVENS McNUTT 
and ERNEST POOLE. 


.. The combination will result in a new magazine that marks an epoch in publishing endeavor. 
A pooling of the world’s most brilliant editorial resources, combined with an unparalleled 
wealth of fiction, entertainment and illustrative art by the most ae ge Oy authors and 


illustrators of our time gives you two magazines bound in one cover. 


.for the price of one! 


“Watch for the big March issue of Cosmopolitan 35c 


ON ALL NEWSSTANDS 
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Science Discovers the Secret 
Carusos Marvelous Voice 


HY is it that the humble 

peasant boy of Italy be- 

came the greatest singer 
of all time? This diagram of his 
throat will show you. Caruso’s 
marvelous voice was due to a 
superb development of his Hyo- 
Glossus muscle. Your Hyo- 
Glossus muscle can be devel- 
oped too! A good voice can be 
made better — a weak voice 
become strong —a lost voice 
restored — stammering and 
stuttering cured. Science will 

you. 


“We Guarantee — 
Your Voice Can 


Be Improved 100% 


VERY normal human being has a Hyo-Glossus muscle 
in his or her throat. A few very fortunate persons 
—like the late Caruso — are born with the ability to 

sing well. But even they must develop their natural gifts. 
Caruso had to work many years developing that muscle before 
his voice was perfect. Whether your voice is strong or weak, 
pleasant or unpleasant, melodious or harsh, depends upon the 
development of your Hyo-Glossus muscle. You can have a 
beautiful singing or speaking voice if that muscle is developed 
by correct training. 


Prof. Feuchtinger’s Great Discovery 


Professor Feuchtinger, A. M. — descendant of a long line of 
musicians — famous in the music circles of Europe for his suc- 
cess in training famous Opera Singers—discovered the secret of 
the Hyo Glossus muscle. Dissatisfied with the methods used by 
the maestros of the Continent who went on year after year 
blindly following obsolete methods, Eugene Feuchtinger devoted 
years of his life to scientific research. His reward was the 
discovery of the Hyo-Glossus, the “Singing Muscle”— and a 
system of voice training that will develop this muscle by 
simple, silent exercises. 


Opera Stars Among His Students . 


Since the Professor brought his discovery to America hun- 
dreds of famous singers have studied with him. Orators, choir 
singers, club women, preachers, salesmen and teachers — over 
10,000 happy pupils have received the benefits of this wonderful 
training. 

There is nothing complicated about the Professor’s methods. 
They are ideally adapted for correspondence instruction. Give 
him a few minutes each day. The exercises are silent. You 
can practice them in the privacy of your own home. The 
results are sure. 

The Perfect Voice Institute guarantees that Professor Feuch- 
tinger’s method will improve your voice 100%. You are to be 
the sole judge—take this training—if your voice is not improved 

100% in your own opinion, we will refund your money. 


Throatand’/ 


The Hyo-Glorsus 
j (Singing) Muscle 


A Beautiful Voice for YOU 


You cannot even guess the possibilities of your own voice. 


If you want to sing—if you have always felt that you could 
sing but lack the proper training because you had not the time 
nor the means tostudy—here is your chance. You can nowlearn 
to sing at a very small cost and in the privacy of your own home. 


If you want to improve your speaking voice—if you stammer 
or stutter—Professor Feuchtinger will help. 


Valuable Book FREE to You 


Send us the coupon below and we'll send you; 
FREE this valuable work on the Perfect Voice. Prof. /f 
Feuchtinger is glad to give you this book. You “| 


sume no obligations but you will do yourself a great 
and lasting good by studying it. It may be the 
first step in your career. Do not delay. 


Mail the coupon today. 


Perfect Voice Institute 


1922 Sunnyside Ave. Studio 20-63 Chicago, Ill. 


Perfect Voice Institute, studio 20-63 
1922 Sunnyside Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 
id me FREE Professor’s Feuchtinger’s book, “Enter Your 


Please sen 
World.” I have put X opposite the subject that interests me most, 
I assume no obligation whatever. 
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Mr. F. R. Harmer 
of Canada 


Successful IMC 
Representative 


He Earns a Steady Income 
in His Spare Time 


And 11,606 others—Men, Women, Girls 
and Boys—are making money 
by the same plan 


| you can use $10, or $100 a month— 
or even more, here is your oppor- 
tunity to assure yourself of a perma- 
nent source of steady income which you 
may, if you wish, develop into a regular 
business with profits which increase year 
by year. 


Moreover, by allying yourself with our organiza- 
tion, you will be able to get valuable experience in 
salesmanship and earn money while doing it, without 
in the least interfering with your regular work. 


If You Want Money— 


Start a spare-time income without delay. You may 
be any age so long as you are young in spirit, earnest and 
ambitious to make profitable use of your leisure 
moments. 


We equip you for your work and place the facilities 
of this great organization at your service, to cooperate 
with you every step of the way. 


If you would like to represent the IMC Group in 
your city or town, fill in and mail the coupon—get our 
proposition TODAY. 


This coupon means more money for you. 


Dept. SS-225 
International Magazine Co.,Inc. 
119 West 40th St., New York, N. Y. 


I am interested in your spare-time money-making proposition. Please send me 
details without obligation to me. 


Wond 
Pans; 


Sauce 
Cup; 


Not a penny now. 


arrive, make first payment of onl 


chip, crack or rust. 


FREE 


draperies, sewing 
machines, silverware, 


Book explains how you 
get Glassware, Silver- 
ware, Jewelry, Table 
Linens, etc.,Free with 


ard Today t Hartman 
REE Feather YOUR Nest” 


\RTMAN 


dhargest Home Furnishing 


P 


Just mail the coupon and Hartman, 

Largest Home Furnishing Concern in the World, pe send 
this splendid complete 32-Piece Aluminum Cooking Set, and 
with it absolutely FREE the 10-Piece Combination Kitchen Set 
and handy 9-Piece Canister Set atright. When goods 
$2 on the Aluminum Set. 
Pay nothing for the Kitchen Set or Canister Set—they are Free. 


Complete 32-Piece Heavy Gauge Aluminum Cooking Set 


This is Hartman’s pone, special, selected set of heavy gauge Aluminum Ware—a com- 

plete cooking outfit, | ht to handle, easy to clean, always bright as silver. Will never 
So - ah 4 that we guarantee it "for life. 32 utensils—everything you 
need for baking, boiling, roasting, frying. 


erful 32-Piece Al Set 2 
Doughnut Cutter; 2 Loose Bottom Jelly 


Tea or Coffee Strainer; Fry Pan; also Cooker Set of 
jeces, making 11 separate utensil combinations, as 
lollows: Preserving Kettle; Convex Kettle; Combination 

Cooker; Casserole; Pudding Pan; Tubed Cake +> = 

ander; P Steamer Set; 


Roaster; ‘opper; 


Money Down! 


Use all three sets 30 days on Free Trial, and if not more we 
satisfied, send them back and we will refund your womens Siva 
pay transportation both ways. If youkeep th If youkeep them, pay only for 
Aluminum Set,a little each 
month. Keep both the 
Kitchen Set and Canister 
Set as gifts from Hartman. 


And, think of it— 
Nearly a Year to Pay 


This offer proves that Hartman gives the 
world’s most liberal terms and the world’s 
test values in dependable merchan- 
dice You pay only $2 and postage on ar- 
rival for the Aluminum Set— not a penny 
to pay on either the Kitchen Set orCanister 
Set. Then, if after 30 days’ trial you decide 
to keep it, pay a little every month. e 
nearly a year to pay. Offer is limited. 
Mail the coupon NOW, woie you can get 
these wonderful Free 
Order by No. 417GMAi3. 
Price for Aluminum Set, $18.95. 
No mone down. $2 and pectege 
on arriva c 
10-Piece Kitchen Set and 9- 
Canister Set are FREE. 


FURNITURE & CARPET 00. 


Tight, 1925, by 
‘artman's, Chicago 


CHICAGO 


Cake 
Pans; Combination Teakettle and Rice Boiler with lid; 
an Set with lid; Dipper; Colander; Measuring 
‘ercolator; 2 Pie Pans; Castor Set (4 pieces) 


FR EES 9-Pc. Canister Set 


Both sets free ae - Aluminum Set. Kitchen 
Set inci : Potato Masher, Mixing 
Measuring Spoon, Ice Egg 
and Cream Beater, Can 
and Pan Brush, Fork, ~ * Cake 
Turner, Wall Rack. Allhave 
handles and hang on wall! rack. Canister Set 
includes: Large containers for Tea, Coffee 
and Sugar, small containers for Pepper, 
Cinnamon, Allspice, Nutmeg, Cloves a 
Ginger, all enameled in colors with black 
lettering designating contents. Offerlimited. 


Use Coupon Only When Orde 
Aluminum Set. Maii It Today! 


‘HARTMAN 
Send the 


32-Piece luminum Cooking Set 


CompleteA 

jo. 417GMAL13, Price $18.95, 

and with it “10. Piece Kitehen Set and 9-Piece Canister Set. 
Will pay $2 and postage on the Aluminum Set upon arrival. 
en Set and Canister Set are FREE. I am to have 30 
days’ free trial. If not satisfied, I will ship all three sets 
back and you will refund my $2 and pay transportation 
charges both ways. If I keep them, I will pay you 82 
mont ly until the price of the Aluminum Set. $1 $18.95, is paid. 
Title remains with you until final payment is made. 


R. F. D., Box No. 
or Street and No 


1 White or Colored 


¥ 
4 | Ad) a a) ovens (\ 
> = terme and 30 days’ free | 
“ror 
Stat < 
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What 


IX months azo SMART SET ap- 

peared in a new form. We were 

somewhat breathless when it went 
on the news-stands because we didn’t 
know what your reaction as a reader 
would be. 


We had new ideas in a great many 
things. We were the first magazine 
publishing first person stories of life to 
be launched with no pretense of reform- 
ing the world. 


We were the first magazine in the 
first person field to publish stories of 
love, adventure, and success merely be- 
cause they were true and entertaining. 


Our only interest has been to give 
you a magazine you could enjoy, some- 
thing you would be proud to recom- 
mend to your friends. We have tried 
to keep it free from tiresome articles 
and to make it sparkle with life. 


E have turned back the pages of 

time for the older folks and helped 
them to live another hour of youth. We 
have climbed the mountains of adven- 
ture with the younger folks and felt the 
thrill of love, and success—and of fail- 
ure! For failure is thrilling when we 
are young. 


SMART SET is old enough to be 
careful when its way is rough, and 
young enough to have ‘“‘the glory of 
faith’’ in its eyes. We see life as it is 
—all of it. We don’t stop with the 


sordidness, nor do we forget that life is 
sometimes sordid. 


I do not believe the world is rotten, 
do you? I think it is a wonderful place 
to live in, and I think you, individually 
and collectively, are mighty fine folks 
to know. 


I don’t want you to like every story 
in the magazine. That wouldn’t be 
fair to some of the people whose tastes 
are different. But if you read carefully 
I know you’ll find two or three stories 
in every issue which are just what you 
like to read. And two or three others 
will just suit somebody else in the family, 
and two or three others will just suit the 
folks next door—and maybe two or 
three others will just suit me. So we — 
work toward the achievement of our 
new idea. 


OW and then we run into some 

startling story which shows a differ- 
ent side of life from ours—something 
which is not as it should be—and when 
we do we are hitting it with all the 
power we command. 


We’re here to fight whenever it is 
necessary. 


But chiefly we are reflecting life, 
young, vivid, sparkling, exuberant. 
Love, reflected in the eyes of youth. 
It is a wonderful world and we are 
proud of it—proud of the folks who 
keep their chins up and _ hide their 
sOrrows. 


I like to read about courage even in 
defeat, don’t youP And isn’t that life? 
And loveP And adventure? And suc- 
cessP And failure? 


rp riment if your skin ia beginning to 

if there are tired lines and wrink!l+s if 

¢ complerion is sallow. Slemishid? You can 
You can start your compicrion on the 
auty at once 


he aur 


road to 


new youth and b 


New Rejuvenating 


Worn While You 


Brings New Beauty 


Amazing! A simple, inexpensive treatment—yet you 
wake up with practically a new complexion. 
wear this sheer, specially-treated mask one night and 
See how the tired lines and 
wrinkles begin to vanish, the blemishes clear away, 
the complexion become smooth, fresh, 


see what happens. 


O matter what methods you may 
| have tried before, no matter how 

badly blemished, how sallow, how 
wrinkled your complexion may be—this 
astonishing new method will achieve a 
transformation overnight. 

Here is a scientifically correct silken 
mask, so treated that it actually rejuve- 
nates the complexion while you sleep—a 
mask that is at work every instant during 
the night purifying the pores, reviving the 
starved skin cells, lifting and toning the 
sagging muscles, making the skin soft, 
clear, smooth. A simple, silken mask that 
you scarcely know you have on, yet in one 
night it acts to give you a new complexion 
for the old! 

Nothing quite like this marvelous mask 
has ever been known before. It is based on 
an entirely new principle of beauty culture. 
Anatomically designed and perfected by 
Susanna Cocroft, famous health specialist 
—based upon her years of experience, and 
upon her unus- 
ual knowledge 
of anatomy of 


The Skintone Mask 


Treatment for the structure 
of the skin and 

—clearing the complexion the face. 
—giving color to the cheeks Now you 
—firming sagging muscles can quickly 


—filling out scrawny hollows acquire a 


—lifting double chin lovely, flaw- 
—building graceful neck less complex- 
—removing tired lines and ion at little 

wrinkles cost and with 
—closing enlarged pores little trouble— 
—esting tired eyes acquire it— 


— correcting excessive dryness keep it 


— so. 
—whitening 
What It Is 


and How It 
Works 


The Susanna 
Cocroft Re- 


The dainty mask is ym 
and can always be kept fresh 
and effective. 


Just 


See what happens when you follow thy famous 
Susanna Co_roft home trcatment Sleep in the 
cstonishing silken mask—and wake up with a 


new complerion! You will be delighted when 
vou sec the remarkable change after just one night 


ilK Mask 


Sleep— 


vernight 


vour skin is velvet-like in its 
smoothness, clear, fresh, ra- 
diant ! 


Send for Interesting 


radiant. Book and Special Offer 
juvenating Skintone Face Discover what you really 
Mask does for your can do with your complex- 
complexion what gloves SUSANNA COCROFT ion! Find out about this 
worn over cold-cream do Famous Health Authority new method that gives 


for your hands overnight. 


For years Susanna Cocroft has 


youth and beauty to the 


Y k ~ been in the forefront of the “ 
ou know how sott anc great movement for the physical skin quickly, inexpensively, 

bag your ae et = She has been recognized by the overnight. Learn all about 
morning after you have 1. Government as 4 

creamed them and _ slept 
° a lems She has written two Cocroft Face Mask. Let 

with the gloves on. The bulletins for the U. S§, Busse , tod tirel 
of Education, and her helpful us send you today, entirely 

new mask works on the writings have many times ap- 

same principle, except that peared im magazines. _—* without obligation to you, 

the stimulating tonic cleans mente hes personally helped our interesting illustrated 
the face pores, and the booklet that tells you 
special nourishing cream advice on improving their ap everything about the mask 
sarance, she made a thorougn 

and study of this subject, and has —how it works with the 

1 Si of the mask 1s so brought out many successful special tonic and nourish- 


sheer and porous that the 
tiny cells breathe through it. 

Combined with this re- 
markable mask is the Su- 
sanna Cocroft treatment 


Her crowning 


—as effective 


scientific treatments for the skin. 


this wonderful new home method 
as a $100 course 
of beauty treatments 
give yourself at home at a cost 
of only a few cents a treatment. 


achievement is ing cream, how it acts to 
cleanse the pores, lift sag- 
ging muscles, smooth away 
tired lines, restore youth- 
ful contour to cheeks, chin, 


which you 


for beauty and youth. The 
secret complete is yours. 
You just follow the simple directions, slip 
on the mask—and fall asleep. Let your 
mirror tell the story in the morning! 

Here’s what happens: The soft, sheer 
silken mask, which has unusual medicated 
properties, not only stimulates natural cir- 
culation, but acts to smooth away tired 
lines and to make the skin soft, glowing, 
elastic. The nourishing cream and tonic 
with which the mask is treated stimulates 
the natural functioning of the skin, helping 
to throw off all waste, all poisons and im- 
purities in a natural way. 

All night, as you sleep, the tiny cells 
breathe through the porous mask, and are 
nursed back to blooming health. Muscles 
are rejuvenated. The face is restored to 
youthful contour. The tiny eye muscles 


and with them the eyes are rested and 
thereby 
through 
purified, 


strengthened. Minute by minute 
the night the skin is cleansed, 
stimulated—and in the morning 
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throat. 

This information is yours for the ask- 
ing. May we send it? Mail the coupon 
NOW, before you forget. Remember, 
there’s no obligation-of any sort. We'll 
be glad to send it. 


THOMPSON-BARLOW CO., Inc. 
Dept. F-1493 
136 W. 31st Street, New York City 


THOMPSON-BARLOW CO., Dept. F-1493 


§ 136 W. 31st Street, New York City. 
: I am interested. You may send me your interesting 
7 illustrated booklet concerning the Susanna Cocroft 
Skintone Face Mask and how it works, and also details 
fof your special Package Offer. It is thoroughly under- 
§ stood that this is a request for free information only, 
8 and that it does not obligate me in any way whatever. 
' 
City 
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Don’t Go Shopping in a Grab-bag 


VERYBODY likes fairs. The Wheels of Chance: the noise: - 

the things you eat-——and shouldn’t—: the Midway: and the 
Grab-bag, where you pay your quarter for the chance to pull a 
dime’s worth of useless merchandise out of a sack. It’s all for 
a good cause, so you don’t care. Careless spending is the order 
of the day. 


But careless oom in the ordinary purchases of every day 
life would bankrupt the wealthiest family. You don’t want any 
Grab-bags in your neighborhood store. 


They’re there, though —occasionally—in a brand new form, and 
in spite of the disapproval of the great majority of scrupulously 
honest store proprietors. Smart Set wants to tell you how to 
avoid them. Remember how once-in-a-while you’ve wanted 
such-and-such an advertised brand of shaving cream—or tooth 
paste—or hair curlersP And how earnestly the bright little girl 
behind the counter recommended a substitute wholly unknown 
to your Well, there’s an excellent chance that the little girl 
who “fuses it herself’? works for, and is paid, not by the store, 
but by the unknown maker of the unknown substitute. She’s 
holding a Grab-bag out to you. 


The honest manufacturer who wants to stay in business long 
enough to sell to your children’s children frowns on the “‘hidden 
demonstrator,” as this bright little girl, and her sisters—and 
brothers are called. So do nine out of ten of the store pro- 
prietors, who are your friends and neighbors. The reputable 
manufacturer puts his name and trade-mark on his product; his 
product on the dealer’s counter; and tells you about it in the 
advertising columns of such reputable magazines as Smart Set. 
When he puts a demonstrator into a store to explain the use of 
some new article, that demonstrator wears a uniform or badge, 
to establish identity. 


Not for his sake; not for ours; but for your own, insist on 
getting the advertised brand you want—or go some place else 
where you can. 


Watch out for the “hidden demonstrator” of unworthy and 
unknown products. If you’re uncertain about any particular 
clerk in a store, ask the manager who pays his, or her salary. 


Don’t put your hand into any Grab-bags, unless you’re at a fair, 
and want to. 


of the floor. 


IIAT night I went home feel- 

ing pretty lonesome and mighty 
blue. As a social success I was a 
first-class failure. Then I saw your 
advertisement in a well known mag- 
azine. At first I wouldn't believe 
that you could teach by mail because 
| always had the idea that one must 
go to a dancing class to learn. But 
I figured I could risk 25c—especially 
since you guaranteed to teach me. 


How Dancing Made Me 
Popular 


“Being a good dancer has made me 
popular and sought after. I am invited 
everywhere. No more dull evenings—no 
bitter disappointments! My whole life 
is brighter and happier. And I owe it 
all to Arthur Murray! 

“I was astonished to see how quickly 
one learns all the latest steps through 
your diagrams and simple instructions. 
I mastered your course in a few evenings 
and, believe me, I surely did give the 
folks around here a big surprise when 
I got on the floor with the best dancer 
and went through the dance letter perfect. 
Now that I have the Murray foundation 
to my dancing I can lead and follow per- 
fectly, and can master any new dance 
after I have seen a few of the steps. 

“My sister's family have all learned to 
dance from the course I bought from you, 
and it would do your heart good to see 
how fine her little kiddies dance together 
after quickly learning from your new 
method of teaching dancing at home 
without music or partner.” 


Dancing Now As Easy As 
Walking 


If you can step forward, sideways and 
backward there is no reason in the world 
why you shouldn't learn any of the latest 
dances in one evening and all of the 
newest steps and dances in a very short 
time. The Murray method is in no way 
complicated. The diagrams are so easily 
understood that even a very small child 
can learn from them, and a whole family 
can quickly become perfect dancers from 
the one set of instructions. 


Learn Without Music or 
Partner 


No longer is it necessary to go to a 
private dancing instructor or public dane- 


How Found Short- 
Populanty 


‘They used to avoid me when I asked for 
a dance. Some said they were tired, 
others had previous engagements. Even 
the poorest dancers preferred to sit 
against the wall rather than dance with 
me. But I didn’t ‘wake up’ until a part-— 
ner left me standing alone in the middle 


ing class. Arthur Murray’s re- Y 


markable methods are so clear 


that you don't need any partner A 
to help you, neither do you actually 
require music. But after you have 
learned the steps alone in your own 
room, you can dance perfectly with 

r 


anyone. It will also be quite easy fo 


you to dance in correct time on any 
floor to any orchestra or stonceraoh 


music. 

Arthur Murray is recognized as 
America’s foremost authority on social 
dancing. He was chosen to teach the 
U. S. Naval Academy’s dancing in- 
structors the newest ballroom steps. 
Many of the social leaders in America 
and Europe have selected Arthur 
Murray as their dancing instructor. 
In fact, dancing teachers the world 
over take lessons from him. And 
more than 250,000 people have suc- 
cessfully learned to become won- 
derful dancers through his learn- 
at-home system. 


Five Dancing Lessons 
Free 


So sure is Arthur Murray that 
you will be delighted with his 
amazingly simple methods of 
teaching that he has consented 
for a limited time only to send 
FIVE FREE LESSONS to all f 
who sign and return the coupon. 

These five free lessons are & 
yours to keep—you need not 
return them. They are 
merely to prove that 
you can learn to dance 
without music or part- 
ner in your own home. 

Write for the five lessons 
today—they are free. Just 
enclose 25c (stamps or coin) 
to pay cost of postage, printing, 
etc, and the lessons will he 


Posed by 
Edna Murphy 
“Pathe Film Star”’ 


an 
Arthur Murray 
America’s fore- 
most dancing 
Authority 


promptly mailed to you. You will receive 
nile you. You w sive 
(1) The Secret of Leading. (2) How | Arthur Murray, Studio 418 
to Follow Successfully. (3) How to Gain , 290 Broadway, New York City 
Confidence. (4) A Fascinating Fox Trot 1 tT prove that I can learn to dance at 
step. (5) A Lesson in Waltzing. Don't I home in one evening you may send the 
hesitate. You do not place yourself under ' FIVE FREE LESSONS. - enclose 25c. 
any obligation by sending for the free : (stamps or coin) to pay for the postage, 
: printing, etc. 
lessons. Write today. l 
' 
ARTHUR MURRAY 
Studio 418 290 Broadway, New York | City............ State 
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Safer Jail! 


Do You Know What 


the Police Learned in the 


OES it seem possible to you that 
a girl, a sweet, rather unsophis- 
ticated American girl, less than 

twenty years of age, could feel safer in 

jail than out? 


Does it seem possible that in free 
America she should fear to leave the 
confines of an institution? 


Such a story came tous. We have 
made inquiries and found it true. It is 
a Startling revelation of what lay be- 
hind the “Tong” war which took the 
the lives of so 


TONG WAR? 


What this monster is, and how it 
succeeds, and the reason that this girl 
is in jail at her own request are told in 
a gripping story next month. 


[It IS another of SMART SET’S 
earnest exposé stories. We are 
fighting hard to help conditions. If 
we cannot change them we can shed. 
light on them and prevent others from 
being enmeshed. 
Let’s just pass SMART SET along 


to all the girls we know who are young 
enough and fool- 


many Chinese 
in recent 
months. 


How cansuch 


Here is Another Phase 
of Life to Think About 


ish enough to 
think of running 
away. Of course 
they may not 


things happen? 
How did she get mixed up with the 
Tongs? 


HE didn’t. She merely ran away in 
search of adventure and romance— 
and found war! 


It would seem that she herself is to 
blame. Perhaps she is, and yet— 


There is a deadly monster which is 
always extending its power, enmesh- 
ing victims slowly but surely until 
they have become white, trembling 
wrecks, 


listen—but 
then again, maybe they will. 
I hope so and you hope so. 


We're not trying to preach or to 
reform the world. Our whole aim is 
to be entertaining, to fill an idle hour 
with clean, wholesome enjoyment. 


But in this one story there is a 
message, and a lesson, and a 
warning. However, most of all, I 
found it a mighty fascinating story, and 
I want you to watch for it and then 
write and tell me what you think. 


THE EDITOR. 


» 
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oir DhisFine Velvet Rug Free Book 


until you see my Big Free 


9 2 It shows Thousands of Bargains in 
on ayS’ FREE Trial 
a cheerful, well-kept, happy, refined home. It comes in | \®" WUSUAL ¢ aay ° . 
fuil room size only, 9x 12 ft. It isa Velvet Rug, made of | Ar€.tco8y warmth; aristocratic in appeer, FOR BIG FREE BOOK TODAY. 
closely woven high quality worsted yarns, with a heavy | £13, 4nd proud to own In it splendid design on 
back. It is woven in one piece, without a single seam. Will | oriental rug. So, it will meet with 
give excellent service and years of wear. Colors are abso- | {h¢_{pproyal of the most 
lutely fast and will not fade. The rich shades of blue, tan, | discriminating 
rose and taupe blend perfectly with the warm tan back- 
ground. To fully appreciate the quality, beauty and 
rich coloring of this rug you must see it on your own 
floor. And this you can do entirely at my risk. 
Send the coupon and $1 and the rug will 
soon be on its way to you. Use it 
for 30 Days as if it were your 
own. No matter how 
much you have used it, 
you can return it, if you 
are not thoroughly pleased. 
Your first payment and all 
transportation charges will 
be refunded, the trial will not goe* rugs will be sent together. 
cost you a penny. This is my 
fair, square, Money _ Back = SPEAR & CO., Dept. S-802, Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Bond that makes the Rug Its anes s Send me at once the 9 x 12 ft. Velvet Rug and Free Hearth Rug to mat: h 
own salesman; that makes it gus oo thi 2 as described above. Enclosed is $1.00 first ayment. It is understood thar if 
prove its worth in your own home. No. Tite with you ual 
Order io. . pecial Price nd me your Big Fr b 


ee Catalog 
$39.95. Terms: $1.00 with order, $3.00 
Monthly. Hearth Rug to Match. Abso- FA 
President ~ 


lutely Free, if you act promptly. 


>SPEAR & 


Home Furnishers for the People of America 


Occupation 


R. F. D., Box No. or Street and No.. 


Offi 
if your shipping point Is different trom your post office fill in line below 


FREE if you want Free C Only, Send No here oO 
CATALOG} and write your name address plainly on the lines 
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Thousands Have Banished Gray Hair 
with this Clean, Colorless Liquid 


The Original Shade Quickly Returns 


Is gray hair to become a thing of the 
past? Is the time coming when anyone 
can easily avoid the appearance of age 
which grayness brings? Thousands and 
thousands of men and women who have 
used the clean, colorless liquid known 
as Kolor-Bak would aoa 

These people have seen their 
hair change from gray to its original 
shade, surely and quickly. They have 
thus seen their youthful looks return. 
No wonder that many of them have 
written letter after letter in praise of 
Kolor-Bak, If everybody who is turn- 
ing gray would do as these thousands 
of people have done—simply use this 
remarkable liquid—we would see very 


— few gray heads anywhere. 


Take Years from Your Appearance 


This Easy Way 


brown, black, red, blond—this clean, 


It seems almost unbelievable that a 
liquid, having no color in itself, can cause 
the former shade to return to gray hair. 
However, we have the most convincin 
proof of the amazing properties o 
K>lor-Bak in the reports which have been 
coming for several years from people who 
freely relate their experiences with it. 
These reports form a flood of evidence 
that in Kolor-Bak we have found the way 
not only to get rid of grayness, but to give 
the hair the uniformity of shade so essen- 
tial to a natural appearance. 


To appear young is to have suck a tre- 
mendous advantage in both social and busi- 
ness life that nobody wants to show even 
a trace of gray, and of course everyone 
wants to restore his or her ‘‘own shade.’’ 
Ask the woman who has seen the triumph 
of younger looking rivals; ask the man 
who, prematurely gray, has been refused 
advancement or even employment because 
regarded as ‘‘too old’’—ask them what 
grayness means, and you will realize the 
joy which this remarkable liquid brings to 
those to whom gray hair has come. 


Scientists will tell you that hair becomes 
gray because through age, illness, shock 
or disease the tiny cells in the scalp, called 
follicles, whose business it is to supply the 
pigment or coloring matter to the hair, 
have become inactive. They no longer 
produce this pigment, and natu- 
rally the hair must suffer—it 
must turn gray. 


But no matter what the cause 
of the grayness, it is amazing to 
see the results when Kolor-Bak is | 
used. It is the most satisfactory 


Banishes Gray Hair 


substitute for the natural pigmen- 
tation. It makes no difference 
what the original shade was— 


colorless liquid will restore it. 


You not only see the former shade 
return, but you find also that the hair 
has not a *‘dyed look,’’ nor does it ap- 
pear streaked or faded. It takes on 


new “‘life,’’ lustre and softness. 


ly answer 


to my hair. It has also removed the 

dandruff from my little girl’s head.”’ 
For Dandruff, Itching 
Scalp and Falling Hair 


Not only does Kolor-Bak restore the 
original shade to the hair and give it the 


beauty it had in youth—it 


Used by Thousands My Hair Was banishes dandruff and keeps 


Kolor-Bak has proved its 
remarkable power for — 
ple of all ages and for hair 
of every color. 


words like these: 
‘‘Hair was streaked with 
white. Now a nice even 


becoming grayer. 
From everywhere come falling out. My ecalp itched 
and dandruff appeared. 
“Only a few applications 
of 
itchi 
brown and dandruff all | ming | itching of the scalp. 


gone.”’ out. Most wonderful of all, 


the pores of the scalp from 


Quite Gray | becoming clogged with 


“Onl hort ti 
my hair was quite grayand | falling of the hair and pro- 


It was | motes a strong. Saeeey 
ri 


scurf and scale. It stops 


owth. It also brings com- 
ort, not only by giving 


ped the | cleanliness, but by stopping 


Kolor-Bak gives a cool, 


“It restored the natural | however, ie that my hair | refreshing sensation to the 


shade to my hair.’ 


is again its original shade. 
I look ten years younger. 


scalp—makes it clean and 


‘*My hair began to return | No wonder I'm sothankful | makes it feel clean. It is 


to its original shade in a 
few days.”’ 


for Kolor- Bak." 
(A Typical Letter) 


not sticky, greasy, mussy 
or unpleasant to use. It is 


‘“‘Am 60 years old. Hair 


was white Now same as in youth.” 
“My hair, which was all gray, is now 


a nice brown again.” 


“My hair was falling out badly. 
Kolor-Bak has stopped it and put it in 


fine condition.’ 


‘*Kolor-Bak restored the former shade 


just a clean, colorless liquid 


which contains ingredients known to be 
beneficial to hair and scalp. It is as easy 
to use as water. 


Ask Your Dealer for Kolor-Bak 


_ So popular is Kolor-Bak because of 
its merit that druggists and dealers in 


toilet supplies everywhere always 
have it in stock. You do not need 
to furnish a sample of your hair 
or to make tests to obtain a solu- 
tion of the right strength. The 
one clean, colorless liquid is for 
any ‘pray hair regardless of former 
shade. If it does not bring the 
desired result, your money will 
be instantly refunded. 


Dealers Everywhere Sell Kolor-Bak with Money-Back Guarantee 
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Old-fashione: 
V alentine 
By HARRY LEE 
I'm sending valentine, 
The odd, kind, 
All lilies and forget-me-nots 
4nd slender hands entwined ; 
All filigree and faded lace 
And limpid lines that sing 
Of love that young 
And faith ing? 
Oh Gh fering! make, 


Because m 


lan 

‘ a 
4 
‘ 
17 


S AN eloquent American divine recently 
pointed out, man is conveniently divided 
into three layers, or strata There are 

his bodily interests, his intellectual, and his 


spiritual. 


People are called to companionship in all 
three of these levels. Those inviting bodily in- 
terests are the most prominent. Witness the 
number of people who gather in the Yale 
Stadium to witness a football game, and the 
enormous crowds that go to see a contest in 
baseball. Witness the number of people who 
frequent athletic associations and sports. This . 
is good, but it is not enough. 


Man is more than an animal. He is a thinking 
animal. Therefore we have companionships on 
the intellectual plane, those whose minds run in 
the same level or who have similar objects of 
interest. They are interested in the same books 
and come together at new plays. They have 
their clubs, their societies and even their social 


“sets.” 


MANKIND'S intellectual fraternity is even 
more striking than its physical com- 
panionships, but it is still not enough. 

There is something in man that lies deeper 
than these. It is the spiritual background. 
Those who are interested in the same spiritual 
things have the deepest companionship of all. 
In them deep calleth unto deep. 


One of the most pathetic things in human 
nature is its loneliness. It is a fact that in our 
hours of deepest trial we have few friends. At 
such a time, physical companionships or intel- 
lectual affinities do not appeal to us. We need 
those who have a deeper kinship. 


The deeps do not respond to the shallows. 


PERHAPS the deepest friendship is found 
with those who are interested in the same 
spiritual things, in those whose life descends 


into the deeps. 
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Very often a man and woman can walk 
together and physically respond to each other, 
even intellectually, but in the end discover 
that they have no spiritual unity. There is 
something, after all, in the advice given by 
religionists for people to marry within their 
own faith. This is not wholly an effort to 
build up the denomination, but there is some- 
thing in it of an appreciation of the fact that 
there can be no deep companionship without 
spiritual unity. 


“THERE are messages all around us. 
Some are audible, and some are not. 
As the radio has taught us that 
the air is filled with waves of 

ether of which we can only 

become conscious when we 

have the right receiving 

instrument, so experi- 

ence teaches us, after 

we have lived long 

enough, that 


we respond 
only to those 
who have deeps 
similar to our 


own. 

Life tends to 
become con- 
stantly more 
and more shal- 
low. The in- 
strumentalities 
of amusement 
and recreation 
are multiplied. 
The _ satisfac- 
tions of medi- 
tation and 
prayer, and the 
deeper exer- 
cises of our 
souls, are not 
so frequent. 


UT human 

nature re- 
mains the 
same. Those 
who are capa- 
ble of deep 
feeling and of 


profound experience will thrill at the 

feeling and experience of others. Those who 
are incapable of it are like those who have no 
radio receiving set. Waves calling SOS soul 
messages of sympathy all about are unheard 
by such a one. He goes through life as a 
yokel in a gallery of the Old Masters. He is 
— to appreciate the beauty that is around 

im. 
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A 


Echoed in 


I staggered back, still 


clutching the blue shirt. 

AN, you're crying! Ain't you happy, girl? Ain't 

N you got over wantin’ to leave the Big Bend 
country ?” begged Seth Spurlock. 

I looked up at him through my tears, trying all my 
might not to torment him with the truth. But the echo 
of the steamboat whistle drifting up the twisting Saint 
Mary’s was a voice calling to me, as always, from my 
forbidden dream-world. A voice that fired my blood with 
a feverish desire to go down the river where Life would 
not pass me by; where a girl’s dreams of romance could 
come true to music instead of to shotgun thunder such 
as filled our piney woods when sheriffs and strangers 
came near. They were voices that I could not drown by 
sticking fingers in my ears, because they drummed right 
down into my heart and soul. ‘ 

“I guess I sort of understand, Nan,” he went on, 
taking my hands in his big ones, as if afraid I would slip 
away from him there on the bluff. “You're just like them 
two mocking-hirds I caged early this Spring. I let ‘em 
go this morning; I couldn't stand listening to their wings 
beating against the wire to be free. They wanted to get 
loose and fly—and sing. That’s what you want to do 
gal,” he ended, dropping my hands. 

“Yes, Seth,” I answered, hoping he would understand 
and help us both. “I’m sick of being kept up here in these 
lonely sweeps of fhe river. I want to go down to the 


AT) the 


Big Bend 


| All the Romance of the Outside World 


the Whistle of the Steamer 


Which Came*to Wildcat Landing Once 
Each Week—and Nan Lustened— 


world my Daddy took me from long ago. I want to—’ 

“TI know, Nan. You and your Pa ain't quite like us. We 
was all born here. We've never been out of the Big Bend. 
It’s them books you read too, Nan. They make you re- 
member ; make you want things we ain’t got up here—” 

“It’s the whistle of the Hildegarde every Friday, 
Seth,” I interrupted. “Hear her blowing for Wildcat 
Landing again? Listen, Seth! It’s like music; the only 
music we ever hear! The only sound of the outside 
world that ever drifts into the Big Bend!” 


HE echoes of the steamer’s whistle were again drift- 

ing through the deathly silences of the pines that 
come before the sun. The Hildegarde was blowing for 
her last stop on the weekly up-river run. Like the sheriffs 
and the strangers, she never dared come any farther. It 
was the deadline that stretched between the world of my 
dreams and our Big Bend country of Florida where 
Trigger Finger Simmons and his kind made their own 
laws with buckshot. 

Silence fell between us as the echoes died way, choked 
by the deep stillness that always seemed hungry for 
sounds. I did not dare look up at Seth. It was enough 
to know that he was towering over me like a strong 
a pine tree that I had struck with an axe. 

“My God, gal, I let them birds of mine out of their 
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Seth Spurlock and the bad man of the Big Bend were tearing at each other like two snarling animals. 


cage, but, I—I can't let you go, Nan. It’s breaking me 
all up here to know you ain't happy with me; to know 
you're fretting to get away down the river.” 

His words pulled at my heart strings like so many 
hands. My arms crept up to his wide shoulders, our eyes 
meeting and melting in glances. 

“Are you figuring that I want to go away from you, 
Seth boy?” I asked. 

“Ain't that what you’re aiming to do, Nar?” 

“Of course not, Seth. Haven’t we grown up here 
together? Didn't we both learn to read and write from 
Pa’s knee——” 

“The only ones as can read and write in the Big 
Bend outside your Pa,” he broke in. 

“I’m not wanting to leave you, Seth,” I began, but 
he took me in his arms and pressed words back into my 
throat. 

“If. you did, I couldn't stay here. The Big Bend 
wouldn’t be the same, Nan. The woods'd haunt me with 
the sound and sight of you. The river’d keep me awake 
all night, whispering about you. The moon’d turn black 
in the skies. Nothing'd be the same, gal, if you went 
away and left me.” His voice was unsteady. 

“You're so strong, Seth. You're hurting me,” I said. 

“Nan,” he whispered, letting me go a little, “When I 
take you so close, I clean forget. I’m getting more power- 
ful every day, gal. Feel that arm,” and he drew up his 


muscles, and threw out his chest with no little pride. 

“Why, Seth! You'll soon be stronger than Trigger 
Finger Simmons.” 

“I’m as strong as Trigger is any day,” he returned, 
his voice suddenly hardening, “and if he ever fools with 
you, Nan, I'll show him. Maybe he really did get his 
name fighting a wildcat and really lost all but his trigger 
finger afore he choked her. But, he'll reckon with worse 
than a cat if he tries to harm you.” 

“What do you mean?” J asked. 

“I mean Trigger Finger’s got his eyes cut on you, 
Nan. He figgers that because he’s the bad man of the 
Big Bend he’s going to court you.” The answer made 
my whole being tremble. . 

“You won't let him harm me, Seth?” I begged. 


HERE ain't no need of worrying about that, Nan. 
Goad Lord, gal! It’s sunup already, and I ain’t even 
realized it,”’ he said, his voice softening. “I1—I was watch- 
ing your hair all the time and plumb forgot. Gee! Nan, 
your hair’s more gold than the sun; your eyes are like 
the violets I fetched you from the woods yesterday! Tell 
me again, honey, that you ain't goin’ to leave me up here 
in the Big Bend.” 
“I’m not going to leave you, Seth. I—I’m going to 
take- you with me,” I answered, as I braced myself for 
what was te come. 


“Take me with you! Then, you're.going? You're going to 
run away from the Big Bend, Nan?” 

“Tonight, Seth,” I answered, trembling from head to foot. 
“T just can’t stand it any longer. Sometimes when I’m sitting 
hack there in the cabin I feel like I'll scream out at the silence. 
It’s like a fire burning here all the time,” I said, raising his hand 
to my heart. 

“T can’t go with you, Nan.” His voice didn’t sound like Seth 
Spurlock’s anymore. 

“Can't?” I repeated, making believe I was laughing. But, 
now looking back, I know I was nearer crying. 

“I’ve got to stay in the Big Bend, Nan. I ain’t never been 
out of it. But, that wouldn’t cut no figger if it wasn’t for Ma. 
She'll never leave. Pa’s sleeping down there in the cold ground 
near the swamp, pumped full of sheriff lead. Ma says as how 
she'll never leave him here. I—I got to stay, Nan.” He finished 
with his voice sinking down like it was dying in agony. 

But, the fiery yearning in my breast for sight, sound, and 
touch of the world beyond the Big Bend would not be denied. 
It was an urge as strong as the forces that made the pines grow 
towards the sky. I could not kill it in my heart, for it was 
beating and begging just as Seth’s mocking-birds had beat their 
soft wings against the cage! 


F ONLY he had been able to go with me! But then, if Seth 
had gone, Life would never have taught me how to thrill 
and suffer as it did. 

“It's hard to stay any longer. I wish you’d change your 
mind. We could go together. Don’t you want to go, Seth? 
Don’t you ever feel like knowing what’s going on down there?” 
I asked pointing toward the East where the sun was fast 
climbing into the heavens. 

“T’d never thought much about ever going away, Nan, until 
the first time you told me you wanted to go. Ever since then - 
I figgered I'd go just because I couldn't lose you, gal. But, 
I told Ma about us leaving maybe someday, and she’s dead 
against it. She’s old now, Nan. Can't do anything much around 
the cabin. Ma’s fading fast. Nowadays I hear her making 
believe she’s talking to Pa. It’s a sign, Nan—lI just got to 
stay,” he ended, dropping my hands and looking away from me. 

“You're right, Seth, you can't leave your Ma. I guess we'll 
have to forget about going down the river to make my dreams 
come true. I guess we'll have to keep on staying up here in the 
woods,”” I told him. 

“I ain't aiming to keep you on account of me. Somehow, 
I’ve always felt you'd never stay, Nan; always figgered I'd lose 
vou. You’re—you're just too pretty and fetching to stay up 
here in the wilds.” He turned to pick up his shotgun. 

“Seth, you'll come by the cabin before sundown, won't you? 
I—I'll want to see you.” I knew it would be harder to run 
away if Seth was around. 

“T’'ll come, Nan, of course,” was all he said. 

“Good-by, Seth. I'l be waiting for you at sundown,” I 
murmured. He kissed me so hard it almost took my breath 
away. Then I felt him drawing me against him with all his 
strength again. He was hurting me but I let him, strangely glad 
at the pain. 

“Bye, Nan.” 

‘He let me go at last, and strode off through the bristling pal- 
mettos toward the pine woods without a backward glance. 

I watched until the trees swallowed him, wondering why the 
Big Bend hadn’t made Seth Spurlock mean and ugly like Trigger 
Finger Simmons and the others. Seth was fair and clean-faced. 
Of course he was still like a boy. But, somehow, I felt that he 
would never turn out like the others. They were always snarling 
and brawling ; always looking for trouble. Seth was quiet, and 

his heart was so tender he couldn't even keep 
birds caged up! 

closer, of pines his strong voice carrying to 
ue me. It was the way of the beckwoods, and 

turned face. so I whooped back, startled at the sound of 
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my cries awakening the sleeping river. 

As I started back for the cabin the 
steamboat’s whistle blew again down at 
Wildcat Landing. I stopped in my tracks, 
my heart thrilling against my side. The 
Hildegarde was calling the folks of the 
upriver country to come and get their 
supplies. But, I knew that she was call- 
ing me in the name of Life. She was 
telling me that I was on fire to go away 
and make my dreams come true. But 
that was the fire all girls feel when they 
are young and eager for good times—the 
fire that burned me as you shall see! 

“God help me.” I sobbed aloud. “I 
can’t stand it any longer. I'm going away 
from the Big Bend somehow. Dad'll 
have to take me. We don’t belong up here 
like the rest do. He's got to take me!” 

Trembling from head to foot with the 
excitement that was like fever in my 
blood, I half-ran through the underbrush 
to the clearing where our cabin stood. 

I found my father indoors reading an 
old, time-yellowed book as usual. He 
never went to run sap in the woods like 
the other Big Bend men did. Dad always 
stayed around the house reading books. 
I guess the way I ran into the room 
startled him, because he dropped the book 
to the floor, and jumped in his seat : 

“Good Lord, Nan, what's got into 
you?” 

“I want you to take me away from 
here, Dad. It’s too lonesome. I can't 
bear the silences. I want what’s down 
the river . . . the things you’ve made me 
read about. I want to hear music. | 
want to see folks. I'm sick of looking 
at the river and trees day and night 

“Stop, Nan. I've told you time and 

time again that we can't go away from 
the Big Bend yet awhile,” he cut in. 
' “Why caf’t we go?. You've promised 
a hundred times to tell why we re caged 
up here in these woods. Tell me why 
we can’t go?” 

“T’ll tell you someday. Not now,” was 
the only thing he would say. 


LEFT him and ran into the woods as 

if a wildcat or something was after 
me. For the first tinte I thought I hated 
my father, and in the anger that swept 
over me I blamed him for all of the lone- 
liness and the heartaches that the Big 
Bend had inflicted. To this day I've 
never forgiven myself for this because | 
have good reason to know that my hate 
brought the shadows to me. 

“He'll not keep me here. He's taught 
me that there are wonderful things in life 
down the river, where girls don't go 
around in cheap calico and cotton from 
one day to another. I want to enjoy life 
like those girls. I want fine soft clothes 
like I've seen in Dad's 
books. I want to stay 
young and pretty. Idon’t My hands flew 
want to get brown and ‘© my breast to 
hard and ugly like Big with bred 
Bend women.” Stamping blue shirt. 
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my foot, I shook my fists at the trees towering above me. 

For a long time I thrashed my way through the 
tangled woods, going deeper and deeper into the forest. 
Tired, and torn later from palmetto scratches, I threw 
myself down on the damp ground and sobbed until pains 


shot through my sides. Life had suddenly turned into 
a hopeless sort of thing. I half-wished a rattlesnake 
would sting me full of poison so I could die, little dream- 
ing then that a day would come when the wish to die 
would be actually strong enough to send me out to seek 
death. 

‘Td run away alone tonight if I had some money. 


“THE sharp. report of a gun froze the rest of the 

words in my mouth. | jumped to my feet. The sound 
had been sharper and clearer than the boom of a shotgun, 
the only kind of weapon Big Bend men owned. 

The gun was going again. There was a whistling 
sound nearby as if something was cutting its way through 
the underbrush. A bullet! 

Crouching behind a tree | put my hands to my lips 
and whooped as | had done back there on the river bluff. 
The woods rang with my echoes. for a few seconds. 
Then all was as still as death until a man’s voice called: 

“Hello! Where are you?” 

My heart leaped at the stranger’s voice. Never before 
in all my eighteen years had my ears caught such a sound, 
—a sound that brought the blood rushing to my cheeks 
and made me tremble all over. Just the memory of that 
voice today! I héar him calling again and again when 
I look at the woods. I feel my cheeks burning. I realize 


what love can mean to a woman! 
“T— I'm over this way,” I answered, finding my voice. 


Seth jerked the gun to his shoulder. 


I grabbed the berrel and tried to scream. He was cocking both barrels. 


“Stay where you are and I'll find you if you will call 
out when | ask you to,” was his thrilling reply. 

The idea of coming face to face with a stranger whose 
voice reminded me of the long ago when, as a little girl, 
I had lived elsewhere than the Big Bend, frightened me 
while I waited. What would I say and do? I kept 
begging myself, a sensation of fire in my blood. The 
impulse to run away grew stronger as I heard him 
thrashing nearer and nearer. But, as I have learned, 
few of us run away from danger until it’s too late. 

“This way—” I told him, realizing I had lost my 
chance to run away. And, anyhow, something inside of 
me, an inner voice I'd never heard before, kept telling 
me that I didn't really want to go. I wanted to stay and 
see the stranger whose voice had made my heart turn 
over. Maybe he was an answer to my longing for the 
world that seemed out of my reach. Maybe he would 
help me make my yearnings. come true! 

The trees were going round and round as a tall young 
man pushed his way into the tiny clearing where | stood. 
Never in all my dreams had I believed a maf could be 
so good-looking! He was tall and slender in his fine 
hunting clothes. His cheeks were red and so unlike the 
leathery skin of Trigger Simmons and the others: and 
his dark eyes flashed a power over me. 

“T hope I didn’t frighten you with my shooting,” he 
was saying, his voice not rough like Big Bend voices. It 
seemed like beautiful music to me, music I’d been want- 
ing to hear ever since I could remember. 

For the minute I was afraid to trust my voice. So I 
shook my head in answer, forgetful then that his gun 
had scared me. 

“I came up from F— on the steamer to try a little 
hunting. They told me I'd find the [Turn to page 114] 


I’m Afraid Allan Will Think P’'m 


Not Much Sport 


This Is a Story About 

An Adventure in the 

Sky, Which She Called the 

“Road to Heaven,’ Until One Day— 


stairs leading to the Trents’ flat, I thought of 
course Molly would be out. But her pretty face 
appeared almost at once over the second floor balustrade. 

“Come shopping with me. I’ve fifty-’leven things to 
do,” I called softly. 

“All right. I was just starting out myself. Wait till 
I get my jacket. I suppose I’ve got to wear it and be 
proper, even if it is seventy in the shade.” 

Molly’s voice shows how young she is, the lucky child. 
There’s life in it, a lilt. 

I thought there was more verve to it than usual that 
day—and I was right, for Molly hurried on: 

“What do you think? Allan’s going over, right now! 
He just telephoned. I’m so envious I know I’m green!” 

“Going over? What do you mean?” 

“Why, over town in the aeroplane. He was so excited 
when he phoned that I didn’t know his voice. He said— 
but I'd better come downstairs, I guess.” 

I tried to write out a duplicate of the shopping-list 
I'd left on my library table, but I was too interested in 
Molly’s news to think well. Besides, she was already 
coming down the stairs, buttoning her tailored suit-coat 
and talking as she came. 

“He’s heen threatening to do it. He said the other 


A S I trilled that spring afternoon at the foot of the 


“‘Wasn’t it an awful sensation?” Molly asked. 


day that if he ever called me up and said, ‘Good-by, 
Molly ; I’m going over,’ I needn’t think he was dying at 
the other end of the wire; he’d just be getting ready to 
fly! Dear, I wish we could go down to the field!” 

So did I. 


hye town, for some reason, had been very slow 
about getting an aeroplane. This was our first one. 
Nobody’d felt like putting money into one for either a 
commercial proposition or for a plaything. But finally 
a barber, whom no one guessed had any money, bought 
this one after being at the state fair in the fall. It 
hadn't come until nearly Christmas, and had been housed 
for several months after that. 

I hadn't even been to the landing-field south of town, 
although I’d heard the plane for some time then— 
especially Sundays, when it seemed to do a thriving 
business. I had considered going up myself, but decided 
that fifteen dollars for a ten minute view of Burlington 
was too high a view for me. 

The Trents’ flat is on one of the side business streets— 
cheap. They're saving for a baby and a house. 

As we finally started in our shopping, Molly admired 
my hat, which, I'd been afraid, was a little old; told me 
she had broken her pearl beads; asked for my date- 
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pudding recipe; and gave me for the second time an 
account of Allan's telephoning. 

We were crossing the street, keeping a sharp watch- 
out for cars, when we suddenly heard the hum of the 
aeroplane. Of course we stood on the corner and gaped 
heavenward with the rest, trying to discern its occupant. 
It was low enough to show the colored circles painted on 
the wings, and the golden ring made by the whirring 
propeller. 

“That was Allan!” Molly cried. “I just know it was; 
he said he was just ready to start! Let’s watch until they 
come back !” 

The plane went on north. It rose higher and higher, and 
then, almost before we knew it, made a complete turn. 

“Oh, he looped the loop!” Molly breathed, standing 
tense beside me. 


HE plane faded out of sight, Molly’s eager eyes 

following it as far as they could. “I wish we 
could be down at the field when he lands! Oh— 
let's!” 

“All right. Look around for a 
friend with a car. The hangar is just 
at the end of this paved street.” 

But not a friend could we see. We 
were deciding upon a waiting taxi, 
when we heard the plane going south 
over our heads, and realized we could 
never overtake it. 

I was almost as disappointed as 
Molly. It would have been such fun 
to watch Allan Trent alight, beside 
seeing his surprise at finding us among 
the spectators. 

We went on trying to find brunette 
face-powder and an Irish collar | 
wanted. We were crossing the street 
again—in a town our size it’s always 
the street—when a runabout stopped 
in front of us. It was Allan Trent in 
his company’s little machine. 

“Get in. I’m going to take you for 
a ride,”” he commanded. 

“Go ahead, Molly; I can’t. I've a 
lot of things to do yet,” I said, pushing 
Molly toward the open car-door. “I 
haven't time to jaunt around with you 
youngsters.” 

“Oh, come on, Miss Sayre. It only 
takes ten minutes. You want to see 
Molly fly, don’t you?” 


LY? Well, I should say I did. 

That was a different matter. I 
had thought, and so had Molly, that 
Allan meant a ride about town, not 
over town. 

We jumped into the car and in one 
minute found ourselves corralled inside 
the gates at the railroad crossing, where 
we put in three or four ages waiting 
for a freight to pass. 

“If that isn’t luck for vou!” snapped 
Allan Trent. “I told Chick Burgess 
I'd have Molly there for the next trip. 
And now look! 

“Say, did you see me loop the loop? 
Oh, boy, but that was sport! Worth 
the whole price of admission. Chick’s 
a corking good flyer. I wouldn’t be 
afraid to do anything with him.” 

On and on the excited boy rattled. 


As we sighted the yellow pine hangar at the edge of the 
field, he was saying, “I just couldn't have you miss it, 
Molly. It's foolish for us to spend the money, I know, 
but you’re young only once and we'll make it up some 
other way. I think you ought to get all the interesting 
sensations you can out of life. We've got only one to 
live.” 

We stopped in front of the queerly-shaped shed with 
the rolled-back doors, and climbed out. A bare field 
stretched in front of us and in it the big gray bird 
was resting. As we approached the little group of people 
near it, one of the men called to Allan. We all knew 
Sam Hubbard. 

“Well, you got her, didn’t you? Took you longer 
than we expected, though, and my cousin got the fever 
while we were waiting. He's just ready to start. You'll 
be the next passenger, Mrs. Trent.” 

“There she goes '” 

I’m sure we all cried it at once. A man in overalls 
had reached up and started the propeller. The gray 


“My God! I forgot to fasten the beit,”’ he said. 
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The plane circled the field, 
came back against the 
wind and was off. 


bird, scratching up a cloud of dust as she moved, ran 
along the ground, turned, came back against the wind, 
rose gracefully, and was off. 

During its flight we listened to Allan Trent and Sam 
Hubbard comparing notes. They agreed that looping 
the loop was the event of their lives to date. 

“What did it feel like? Wasn't it an awful sensation?” 
Molly asked. 

“Awful nothing. Didn't feel a thing. Saw the town 
change to sky and back again to town, and that’s all 
there was to it,” said Molly's husband. 

Sam Hubbard was less lord-like. “I had a queer feel- 
ing in my stomach when we turned. Sort of like coming 
down a dozen stories in an express elevator, only it was 
over quicker.” Sam smiled at Molly. You couldn't help 
but like Sam Hubbard; he was always so kind. 

T HE man in overalls came toward us. | was surprised 

to see a white collar above the overalls and to find the 
owner the son of a friend of mine. a son supposed to be 
on Main Street selling pianos. 

“Well, what are vou doing here? Are you interested 
in this concern?” and I pointed to the hangar. 

“Interested, Miss Sayre? I'm loony! I can't keep 
away. Dad’s down in Florida, you know, or I wouldn't 
dare be here in business hours.” 

“There they are!” cried Allan Trent, and in two min- 
utes we were out in the field examining the plane, while 
the pilot and the piano-merchant’s son watered and oiled 
it. Allan showed us the linen-covered body and wings, 
the cables and aluminum trimmings, the driver's seat 
and “sticks,” the passenger's helmet and gloves. 

“You'll love it, Molly. There's nothing to be scared 
at. There isn't any feeling at all about rising, and only 
a little when you light. You've got plenty of nerve. 
You'll enjoy it. But you won't want to take the flop.” 

“Heavens, no! No trimmings for me.” 

“All right. Here take her hat,” he bossed, to me. He 
pulled the leather helmet over Molly's thick hair, slipped 


the goggles on, and handed her 
the gauntlets. Then he helped 
her climb in, not a very graceful 
process for a girl in a plain skirt. 

Chick Burgess, the pilot, came 
round the machine toward us, pulling down His goggles. 
He was a fine fellow, with a first-class record in France 
and at home. I'd known him for years, and Allan and 
Molly knew him slightly. 


HICK handed Molly a checky-looking blank to sign 
—the men called it a “release”’—and grinned 
hoyishly at her. 

“Want to break the mileage record, Mrs. Trent?” he 
asked. Then he became all business. “Got her ready. 
Trent ?” 

Allan nodded. “Yep. Put on your gauntlets, Molly ; 
it's cold up there. And if you decide to do the flop, 
just make a circular movement with your right arm. 
Chick’ll know what you mean, won't you, Chick? ‘By, 
honey.” 

“Think you will want to turn over, Mrs. Trent?” 
asked Chick, putting on his gloves. 

“Oh, I hardly think so, Mr. Burgess. 
and Molly smiled a begoggled smile at us. “If I do, I'll 
give you the high sign, good and plain. G’by, every- 
body. If I don’t come back, you're to be the second Mrs. 
Trent, Miss Sayre!” 

We went back to the road to get out of the dust of 
the starting, Allan beaming with pride at Molly's good- 
by. The plane circled in the field, came hack against 
the wind and was off. 

“She's some sport, Molly is,’ ' Allan announced. “But 
I don't really think she'll want to loop the loop, do you? 
Looping the loop’s something that lots of men would just 
as soon watch. Kind of wish she would, though. I'd 
be awfully proud of her.” 

Suddenly he grabbed my arm, wrenching it so in his 
big hand that I cried out with the pain. 

“My God. my God! I forgot to fasten the belt!" 

I didn't believe him. I couldn't. 

Why, it was impossible! His wife—not to have fixed 


Still, I might,” 


every strap! 
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His face was gray, a dead gray, and his eyes were 


4 


rerrible. I was inarticulate. I could only think, over 
ind over, that it was not possible. Allan Trent wasn’t 
the careless sort. He simply wasn’t the kind that could 
have failed to clamp that belt. Why, even the sort that 
carries letters around for a week would think of the 
strap the first thing, the strap that made one safe, kept 
one in if the machine tipped 


HE agony in Allan Trent’s face was an awful 

thing to see. I pulled him down the road, away from 
Sam Hubbard and the rest, away from the direction the 
plane had taken. 

“Stop it,” I commanded. “Of course you fastened 
her in. You did it the very first thing, without knowing 
you did 

“T didn’t! God! Miss Sayre, I didn't! I didn't see 
the belt. I never thought of the belt. I never thought 
of one thing but getting Molly up into the air where | 
had been. 

“Would she have the courage to loop the loop? That's 
what I was thinking! I wanted 
to be proud of her, before those 


it in Molly’s face before she started—the laughing gleam 
in her blue eyes, the you-can't-dare-me look that women 
wear more often than men. 

Then came a sound we both knew. 

We turned as one person, Allan Trent and I. The 
plane was coming back toward the landing-field. It was 
coming down. Molly was safe! She wouldn't have 
looped the loop unless we could see, and here she would 
be, landing as safe as a child jumping from the bottom 
porch-step ! 

Allan Trent broke away from my clutch and started 
running out into the field. His fists were tight-locked 
and his jaws moved as though he were shouting, but no 
sound came. 

I stood in the road, paralyzed. The plane was not 
coming down; it was rising, higher and higher! Suddenly 
it started straight up, headed into the heavens. I knew 
what that meant—the first movement of the circle of the 
loop.. 


I closed my eyes. I think I prayed for the lad stum- 


bling in the ploughed field, but 


I do not know. 


fellows. I wanted—— Oh, my 
God!” 

| knew then that what Allan 
Trent said was true. He had 
forgotten to strap Molly in. 

I could not think. I could 
only listen for the hum of the 
motor—and everywhere | looked 
[ seemed to see that thick, five- 
inch belt hanging from the back 
of the passenger’s seat. | 
hadn’t noticed the one on the 
pilot’s seat, but I'd seen the 
other one the moment I glanced 
into the plane. It had looked so 
strong and dependable. I had 
been going to speak of it at the 
time, but Allan was telling us 
about aeroplane linen and I for- 
got it afterward. 

I listened with straining ears 
for the sound of the plane. 
They would come back to do 
the turn where we could see. It 


The Damned 
Yankee! 


STORY of the old 
South 


— of a mansion which 
has known the pride of a 
great family — 


— and of a man named 


Smith! 


Next Month 


I kept my eyes closed a long 
time, waiting for the cry of 
horror to come from the little 
group of spectators up the 
field. I did not open them 
until I heard the sound of the 
plane close to me, the shouts 
of small boys as it stopped in 
front of the shed. Then I saw 
Allan Trent lunging ahead at 
an unbelievable pace through 
the field and helping Molly out 
of the plane. 


GOT there myself pretty 

quickly in spite of clods and 
holes and my new strap pumps. 
Molly was taking off her gog- 
gles and helmet. 

She was very smiley and 
chattery. 

“Oh, it was perfectly won- 
derful! I’m crazy about it. 
You can’t imagine how pretty 


was the last thing I had called 
to Molly. 

“Come back here to do your tumble,” I had said. 

Tumble! 

I walked Allan Trent down the road, faster and 
faster. He talked on and on, but quite coherently. 

“IT was only thinking, ‘Go ahead and do it, old girl. 
You're never car-sick or anything. You always like to 
swing and ride merry-go-rounds and do things like that. 
You've got grit. Go to it.’ Chick’s never had a woman 
yet who would do it. He told me so. Oh, God, strike 
me dead!” 


Y THOUGHTS raced wildly. Chick had let a 
passenger, a woman passenger at that, start off 
without looking himself to see if everything was in 
order! He had no right to do that. He had trusted 
Allan Trent, put his professional honor in his hands. 
But what was Chick Burgess’s name or peace of mind 
against Molly’s life—loving, pretty Molly? And her 
own husband was the cause—careless, gay, thinking of 
himself, coaxing her on, not to the prideful feat he had 
hoped, but to death—horrible, certain! 
For Molly was going to loop the loop. I tried to think 
that her nerve might leave her before she gave the signal 
to Chick, but I couldn’t. I knew Molly. And I'd seen 


everything looks. I found our 
flats all right, but I had an awful 
time. I finally located them by that low white garage 
across the street. I found your house, Miss Sayre; and 
the auditorium and the library and all the churches. 
And I could even see washings on the line, and a little 
boy jumping up and down!” 

I couldn't look at Allan. He hadn't said a single word. 

Sam Hubbard called over: “We thought for a minute 
you were going to loop the loop, Molly.” 

Molly looked wide-eyed at him. “Oh, my, no! Plain 
sailing’s good enough for me. I guess I’m a good deal 
of a coward, to tell the truth,” and she laughed. 

We were getting into the runabout. I couldn't help 
but see Allan Trent’s face then. He was white, with 
bluish lips, but I’ve never seen anybody look so happy, 
so sort of awed. 

“Oh, well, people haven’t any business doing those 
fancy stunts,” he said. 

They put me out downtown, after a debate as to 
whether they should have a steak at home or get, dinner 
at a restaurant. It was almost six. I put in a word for 
the restaurant. I thought they needed to relax slowly, 
not slump as they would at home. It would be just 
as well for them to be a bit formal for an hour or so. 

About eight-thirty that night my [Turn to page 82] 
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from the 
Hearts 
of Two 
People, 


Regina looked like a 
queen in a wine-color- 
ed velvet .. . “Come 
up and meet some of 
the gang,” she begged. 


Wire Both 


to my opinion she was by far the loveliest of the two 


EGINA and | lived side by side in the little town 
where we were both born. We grew up to- 
gether, went to the same school, fought and 

played together, and shared the same thoughts. Regina 
was a glorious Titian-haired girl, with the kind of 
temper that goes with that complexion. I was small 
and delicate and flaxen blonde. When we began to go 
ont to dances | always had the most attention, although 
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“They look at blondes first,” Regina used to say, 
and it really seemed true. 

Like all youngsters, we were stage struck ; our greatest 
amusement was taking part in amateur theatricals. Both 
of us could dance, and we thought we could act. Nearly 
every week found us giving some sort of performance, 


dressed up in everything our attics afforded. 


Here Is 
a bit 
of Life | 
Torn | 
¢ | 
>» . 
Maybe 
|_| 


Just as we shared everything, we shared lem Stonner, 
too. He was a young lawyer, son of the local judge. 
We were wild about him. He had just the proper 
amount of consideration in his manner, just that flatter- 
ing something in his look that young girls love. We 
were so much in love with him that it almost broke up 
our friendship. 

He never seemed to show any preference between us, 
but called on first one and then the other of us im- 
partially. | think Regina and I would have stopped 
speaking altogether, if it had not been for the necessity 
of comparing notes. 

Regina was of a more positive character than I, 
holding very definite ideas about life. 

“Men are exactly alike,” she used to say. “You have 
to vamp ‘em to get ’em, and after they are yours for 
keeps, you have to vamp ’em to hold ‘em.’ And this 
expressed exactly what we both felt to be true. 


HE summer before I was seventeen, the new Cham- 

ber of Commerce gave a big picnic, and Lem asked 
both Regina and me to go with him. It was this affair 
that settled things for us, and marked our course forever 
afterward. 

Lem took us in his car. Everybody was present; 
there were the usual races and games, and a lot of 
wholesome fun. I soon tired of it all, but Regina, on 
the other hand, entered into every bit of the sport with a 
whole heart. 

When the big race started—lIem was on the side-lines 
urging Regina on—it just seemed to me I couldn't stand 
the thing another moment. I know now that I was 
jealous, because all the attention was being focused on 
Regina. But I didn’t know it then. I just had a feeling 
that | wanted to get away from everyone. 

There was a little brook back in the woods somewhere, 
and | got up and went looking for it. No one 
noticed | had left; everyone was too interested in the 
races. 

[ found the little stream. The murmur of the water 
rested me, and | lay down in the quiet shade and started 
to think of Lem. I wondered how the puzzle would all 
work out. For despite my sophisticated ideas of life 
and the management of men, | was still a small-town 
virl and couldn't see beyond what I knew. Lem was 
the only man I'd ever seen that I wanted, and he did not 
seem to want me. He'd been calling on me for three 
months now—and in all that time he'd never even held 
my hand. 

\ll of a sudden | decided I'd go wading. The water 
was clear as crystal. I took off my slippers and stock- 
ings and stuck in an inquiring toe. It was lovely! I 
lifted my dimity dress high, and splattered happily. 
| did not hear a sound until there came a laugh right 
hehind me. I dropped my skirt and turned sharply— 
there was Lem standing on the bank simply convulsed 
with laughter. 

Hurt pride sent the blood flaming to my face. As 
my skirt had dropped to the water, it was naturally 
dripping. I tried to walk fast over the pebbles to the 
hank where my stockings were. but the stones cut my 
feet; one rolled under my weight, and I fell with a 
splash, wetting myself thoroughly. 


| EM was conscience-stricken when he saw what 
~ had happened to me. He came in and picked 
me up in his arms like a child, and carried me to a 
tree stump. With his arms around me I wept without 
restraint. He set me down, but I leaned against him 
and sobbed. 
“Mary dear 


don't cry. What is it?” he asked. 
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*|—1'm all wet; what will people say?’ I sobbed. 

“That's all right. You'll be dry in a few minutes, 
and no one minds a little mussing on a day hike this,” 
he comforted. 

“Why did you have to laugh at me?” | demanded 
stubbornly. 

“Because you looked so funny—with your skirt up to 
your waist. You were having such a good time,” he 
told me. 

At this I wept afresh. 

“Stop crying—there isn’t any sense to jt,” he said a 
little sharply at this new outburst. 

“\Well, you made me cry in the first place,” I countered. 

He put his hands on my shoulders, and I almost think 
he was going to shake me, but I put my arms suddenly 


| 
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around his neck and pressed myself close to him. 

“Lem,” I said, “don’t you like me a little?” 

He looked down at me, silent with surprise. His face 
went red for an instant, and then all the color drained 
from it, leaving it dead white. His arms closed around 
me tight, very tight. 


F COURSE,” he said, “why, of course. 1—I've 
always cared for you,’ and lowering his head he 
kissed me on the mouth, the first real kiss I'd ever known. 
Well, everything might have ended right there. But 
just at that moment Mrs. Chiltern came around the 
bushes and spied us in each other’s arms. 
A gasp, and we separated. 
“Well,” she said, “well——” 


She was the worst 


gossip in the town—a veritable walking newspaper. 
Foolishly | put my hand up to my mouth as if to hide 
the obvious fact that Lem had just kissed me. 


“Lem rescued me,’ I said. “I fell in the creek.” 

“Yes?” she asked. “Was he rescuing you when | 
came upon you just now?” 

“I was just asking Mary to consider me in the light 
of a husband,”’ Lem said, with an air of putting her in 


her place. 
She beamed. All the venom went out of her face 
instantly. Husband? That was legal—that was quite 


different, and very respectable. 

I knew Lem had spoken to help me out of a tight 
place, and I did not want to take advantage of his 
chivalry. 


But nevertheless the thought thrilled me. 


In the doorway stood 


Lem looking at us 
“Who is that man?” he 
thundered. 
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“My! And am | the first to know it? How ro- 
mantic!” she gurgled, and with that she left us. 1 was 
certain she'd lose no time in spreading the news. 

“Oh. Lem, you've done it now,” I mourned. 

‘Why, dear?” he asked, holding me close again. 
“Much worse things could happen. Kiss me again.” 

(nd that is just what | did. 


HEN we finally made our reappearance, we found 

that the news had preceded us, just as I feared it 
would. Everybody whistled, and sang and played, “Here 
comes the bride.” They all filed past, and some fool 
started a mock wedding and made us march down an 
imaginary aisle. 

faking it all in all, everybody had a lovely time— 
hut us 

My heart was full. I was crazy about Lem, but I 
felt that he had been forced into a false position, and | 
wanted to let him out. But how, I did not know. 

\fter dinner that night, Regina came over to see me. 
She had been very quiet during all the noise of our 
reported engagement in the 
ifternoon, and I wondered 


Marriage had given me no security. 1 wasn’t sure 
about Lem’s love for me, and for that reason I made 
desperate efforts to hold it. Life was a series of im- 
passioned interludes for me. I made it my chief busi- 
ness in life to vamp my husband. I’ve heard people 
say that most women don’t do enough of this sort of 
thing, but I guess I overdid it a little. 1 wanted his 
attention every minute, and I played for it. 

One night, shortly after we arrived in New York, 
l.em sat up to do some work that he had to have ready 
in the morning. | slipped into a negligée and let my 
hair down. 

It always made me unhappy to have Lem work. It 
shut me out. 

Finally I slipped up behind him and clasped my hands 
over his eyes. 

“Umm,” he sniffed, “I could tell that perfume any- 
where. If you were lost | could trace you by it.” He 
reached up and loosened my hands. “Got to work, 
darling ; you go to bed.” 

“I’m lonesome,” | begged ; “I want to be played with.” 
My hand smoothed his hair. 
“Come, lover,” I pleaded. 


what she'd say. 

“I'm going away—to New 
York, Mary. I'm sick of 
this place,” she announced. 

“Why, Regina!” I said, 
stunned. 

“You know Aunt Tillie 
went there to live from 
Boston last year. I want to 
study dancing, and that is 
the place to do it.” 

“Ves,” I admitted, “but it’s 
going to be terrible here with- 
out vou.” | was certain that 
my affair with Lem that 
ifternoon had decided her. 

“Oh, youll have Lem 
soon,” she said. 

Well, that seemed to settle 
it I'd have to have Lem, 
now that Regina was going. 
| could not stand it without 
hoth of them. 

So that’s how Lem and I 
were married on my seven- 


the fall? 


There is 


next month. 


a_ fascination 
hard to describe in the story 
Autumn Madness, coming 


E ROSE abruptly, and 
took me in his arms. | 


/ could feel the tenseness of 
Autumn Madness. his body, and see the strained 
S THERE really a time 


in life which deserves to 
be called the Dangerous 
Age? If so, is it in the spring 
of life, or the summer, or 


look I’d grown to know 
around his mouth. 

“Mary, Mary, you're such 
a sweet baby,” he said. Rais- 
ing me in his arms, he car- 
ried me into the other room. 

This had happened before. 
It was a way I had of keep- 
ing him to myself, far from 
every intruding thought. 

[ woke up later and 
realized that his place was 
empty. I stole out to the 
living room, and found him 
hard at work. I made my 
way carefully back to bed, so 
that he wouldn’t know I'd 
seen him. 

The next day I decided to 
look up Regina. I called her 


teenth birthday. 

Even now I did not know 
if he really loved me. All that I knew was that I was 
wild about him. Our honeymoon was full of strange, 
heautiful hours of love that flamed like stars on a dark 
night. Nevertheless | could never be sure how deep 
l.em's feeling for me went. I wanted to be his whole 
world—but I wasn’t. 


| NTO my married life I carried the idea of my girl- 

hood, that the way to get a man was to vamp him, and 
that the way to hold one was also to vamp him. This 
yave me a certain power. I could take Lem away from 
whatever he was doing, and make him devote himself 
to me exclusively. But the spell didn't last. 

We moved to a small town not far from my home. 
Regina went to New York, and I heard from her often 
during the first few months, and then not so often, and 
finally not at all. Lem occupied most of my time, and 
after awhile I forgot her. 

Two years after our marriage Lem had an offer to 
vo to New York as the office man of a big bonding 
company. It looked like a good chance, and the salary 
seemed wonderful, so we moved to the big city. 


aunt on the telephone, but 
she said that Regina had 
moved uptown, so finally I went to the address she 
gave me. It was a gorgeous corner of Riverside Drive, 
and I was amazed at the beauty of the apartment and 
the expensiveness of the furnishings. 

Regina looked like a queen in a wine-colored velvet 
‘lress trimmed with sable. 

She was sincerely glad to see me. 

“You old darling,” she said as she kissed me, “how 
are you, and how is Lem, and what do you think of 
marriage now?” 

I did not answer her, but asked a few questions of 
my own. Where had she gotten these lovely things, 
and was she in love, or was she married or going to be? 

She laughed and shook her head. 

“I’ve just been a little successful—dancing—and then 
I've some friends who've made some good investments 
for me,” she explained. 

“Do you dance on the stage?” I asked. 

“No, just at private parties—very much as we used 
to do, you and I. 

She had a lot of talent, I knew. She could dance 
ever since her toddling days. 
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laughed too. 


‘Come up and meet some of the gang, tomorrow,” 
she begged. 

“I'd love to.’ 

She looked me over. “I'll rig you up some clothes 
of mine,” she said thoughtfully. 

“Won't mine do?” | asked a little hurt. 

“Oh, it’s a bizarre bunch that hangs out here,” she 
answered. ‘They are only impressed by the unusual.” 

Well, for some reason | did not tell Lem that I had 
seen Regina, and when | went to her apartment again the 
next afternoon I had the queerest feeling that I was 
walking into trouble of some sort. 

Regina dressed me im a square- 
necked metal brocade that looked 
as if it had come out of a cos- 
tume picture. She insisted 
on taking my hair downand 
braiding it in two plaits, 
with artificial pearls 
intertwined. She took 
all the rouge off my 
face, and used her 
own scarlet lipstick 
on my mouth. [am 
so very fair that [| 
look dead white with 
no color. My mouth 
was a red scar, yet 
there was some- 
thing compelling 
about the face that 
looked back from 
the mirror. 

“This dress is 
much too low, 
Regina,” I said. 

“Too low for 
what ?”” she asked. 

“No one here will 
object.” 


EGINA herself 

wore the cos- 
tume of an Indian 
dancer. She was ex- 
otic, and strange, 
and very lovely. 
She had bobbed her 
red hair, and the 
short hair suited 
her wonderfully. 
It gave the im- 
pression of great 
vitality. 

“Regina, this is 
exactly the way we 
used to do when we were 
kids,” I giggled, and she 


Regina’s apartment was a 
duplex with a balcony from 
which the chambers opened. 
The living room was very large, 
and already several people were in 
it when we finally appeared. They 
had made themselves quite at home, 
calmly consuming Regina’s liquor 

There were several women, who 
all looked beautiful to me, and about 5 pounded niece 
a half-dozen men. They were the with helpless hands. 
substantial type one sees about New “Beast!” 


York, and I noticed that they all seemed on the friendliest 
terms with Regina. 

Someone started the electric piano, and everybody 
danced, except me. Two of the men asked me, but I 
was too shy. 

Pretty soon a man came up and sat down beside me. 
Hie was very handsome, in a sleek, well-groomed way. 

Hello, little lady,” he said. “‘You’re a new one to me. 
I'm Cliff Devereaux.” 

“I'm Mary Stonner,” I replied primly. I did not 
say Mrs. Stonner. 

‘Mary Stonner,”’ he tried thé name over. 
“New here?” 
“Regina and I are old friends,” I 
answered. 
So?” He [Turn to page 103 } 
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It Took a 

Catastrophe 
To Bring the 
Question to her 


Trembling Lips. 


AKE him take a cold bath, and then 
bring some sour lemonade and 
some hot soup.”” I told the steward 
simply. “Ill see that he drinks it.” I knew 
well enough what to do! Hadn't I seen my 
own father this way many times in the past ? 
We had a long honeymoon, which we 
spent just wandering around, playing to- 
gether. Don never asked me to explain that first night, 
and I never spoke to him about his drinking then. | 
just played golf and tennis, and rode and swam with 
him, as I had with Daddy, so that he was too busy and 
happy and tired to think of drinking. Then, I hardly was. I wouldn't let myself look ahead to getting back 
blamed Don for acting the way he did on our wedding there and facing Marian and Brad as man and wife, 
night——as I had showed him so plainly that I never loved seeing them together all the time as I'd have to. So I 
kept putting it off. 


him. 


Don was in no more of a hurry to get home than I But finally Don’s father sent word that Don ought 
38 


What 
Have 


tv come at once, because of his work. So we went back. 

It was harder than I'd expected, going home again. 
All the way back I dreaded it more and more. We drove 
past the Club on the way to our new home, and I saw 
Brad on the porch with Marian. I turned cold all over. 
My heart seemed to stop for a second, .and then to beat 
so hard that I wondered that Donald didn’t hear it. 

The Club stood facing the golf links, with the houses 
forming a crescent of which it was the center. There 
were big lawns and gardens, and as everyone had a good 
deal of money, the whole place was beautiful. Back in 
the hills were a number of big estates, belonging to people 
like the Lanes and the Atwoods. 

Don’s father had given us the Bellows’ house, as 
Mother had expected. It was a charming place, clear at 
one end of the crescent, a lovely home for a bride. And 


“‘No, she’s like the 
Lorelei, with that 
yellow hair,” I 
heard young Billy 
Keith say. 


it was all lighted up that night for us, and Mother and 
Daddy and Doctor and Mrs. Bellows were waiting to 
welcome us. Babbles ran over as soon as we got there, 
and some of the rest of the crowd came later. I prayed 
that Marian and Brad wouldn't come. 


UT of course I couldn't avoid them forever. Two 
nights later Babbles gave a dinner and dance for 
Donald and me, and of course they were there. 

I knew that I’d never looked better; my frock was a 
perfectly wonderful one that Aunt Sue had sent me 
from Paris, and most becoming. Marian, as it happened. 
had on one of almost exactly the same shade of pale 
green. But she was little and rather scrawny and her 
skin was not good. Everybody knew that she had loads 
of jewels, but she was wearing only her wedding ring. 

“Did you ever see a girl so pleased over getting 
married as Marian is?” Babbles whispered to me. 

“She ought to be!” I] answered. 
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It Took a 

Catastrophe 
To Bring the 
Question to her 


Trembling Lips. 


AKE him take a cold bath, and then 

bring some sour lemonade and 

some hot soup.” I told the steward 

simply. “I'll see that he drinks it.” I knew 
well enough what to do! Hadn't | seen my 
own father this way many times in the past ? 
We had a long honeymoon, which we 
spent just wandering around, playing to- 


gether. Don never asked me to explain that first night, = ews x 
and | never spoke to him about his drinking then. | Brad loved me still. 


just played golf and tennis, and rode and swam with 
him, as I had with Daddy, so that he was too busy and ; 
happy and tired to think of drinking. Then, I hardly was. I wouldn't let myself look ahead to getting back 
blamed Don for acting the way he did on our wedding there and facing Marian and Brad as man and wife, 
night-——as I had showed him so plainly that I never loved seeing them together all the time as I’d have to. So I 
him. kept putting it off. 

Don was in no more of a hurry to get home than I But finally Don’s father sent word that Don ought 
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tu come at once, because of his work. So we went back. 

It was harder than I'd expected, going home again. 
All the way back I dreaded it more and more. We drove 
past the Club on the way to our new home, and | saw 
Brad on the porch with Marian. I turned cold all over. 
My heart seemed to stop for a second, .and then to beat 
so hard that I wondered that Donald didn’t hear it. 

The Club stood facing the golf links, with the houses 
forming a crescent of which it was the center. There 
were big lawns and gardens, and as everyone had a good 
deal of money, the whole place was beautiful. Back in 
the hills were a number of big estates, belonging to people 
like the Lanes and the Atwoods. 

Don’s father had given us the Bellows’ house, as 
Mother had expected. It was a charming place, clear at 
one end of the crescent, a lovely home for a bride. And 


it was all lighted up that night for us, and Mother and 
Daddy and Doctor and Mrs. Bellows were waiting to 


welcome us. Babbles ran over as soon as we got there, 
and some of the rest of the crowd came later. I prayed 
that Marian and Brad wouldn't come. 


UT of course I couldn't avoid them forever. Two 
nights later Babbles gave a dinner and dance for 
Donald and me, and of course they were there. 

I knew that I’d never looked better; my frock was a 
perfectly wonderful one that Aunt Sue had sent me 
from Paris, and most becoming. Marian, as it happened. 
had on one of almost exactly the same shade of pale 
green. But she was little and rather scrawny and her 
skin was not good. Everybody knew that she had loads 
of jewels, but she was wearing only her wedding ring. 

“Did you ever see a girl so pleased over getting 
married as Marian is?” Babbles whispered to me. 

“She ought to be!” I answered. 


A Story 
Has 
7 to 
With a 
Girl’ s 
4 to 
Mind. 
| 
a Lerch, with that 
yellow hair,” I 
Riga heard young Billy 
eee. Keith say. 


Babbles thought that | was being catty, but I wasn’t. 
| was saying to myself that Marian ought to be happier 
than any other girl in the world, because she had Brad. 
The long days of association with Donald had shown 
me what life could be if you were married to a man you 
loved with your whole heart. Nothing in the world or 
heaven itself could be more wonderful. And to think 
that Marian had married him by a trick! [| told myself 
as | looked down the dinner table at Brad that my 
heart would never stop aching. 


H' ASKED me to dance, of course. I had always 
loved to dance with him. That night I just 
couldn't stand it. He put his arm around me and held 
me close to him, and took my right hand in his and held 
it against his shoulder. | could feel his heart beat. 
he music carried us along for an instant, and then | 
heard my own voice moaning in agony 

“What is it, Nina—are you ill?” he cried. I tore 
myself from his arms and ran out onto the porch, where 
it was dark. He hurried after me. 

“Oh, Brad, why did you do it?” | asked. “How 
could you, when you had said that you loved me?" 

“I couldn't have married you, dear,” he answered. 
“Don't you remember, I said that I loved you, but that 
was all. | had nothing in the world but my job, and that 
didn't pay me enough to buy your clothes. [| lost that 
job the very day I told you that I loved you.” 


“I wouldn't have cared,” I sobbed. “I could have 
worn old clothes, and worked for you. Money wouldn't 
have mattered.” 

“Oh, but it would have. Why, child, you don’t know 
how to live without money. It would have been years 
before I could have supported you.” 

I knew that he was right. He couldn't have married 
me without money, and Daddy couldn't have done any- 
thing for us, because what he has is all tied up, and 
he’s been heels over head in debt for years. Was my 
hasty marriage with Don best after all? I turned and 
ran back to the doorway. 

Brad's voice came after me, saying, “I'll always love 
you, Nina.” 

In a place like the one where we lived, people do a 
lot of talking. Don and | didn’t give them anything to 
talk about; I saw to it that we seemed to be just the 
usual young married couple, blissfully happy, and liking 
to be by ourselves most of the time. It was easier tor 
me when there weren't any other people around; | 
couldn't keep up the pretense of being madly in love 
with my husband all the time. And in private we were 
just good pals. 


| ad they talked about Marian and Brad. They 
began to say that it was wonderful, the things she 
had done for him. But they smiled unpleasantly when 
they said it. He'd been given charge of all her father’s 


“I'm not happy with you, and never have been,” I told him. “I’ve worked till I’m sick, and I hate it!’’ 


40 


| 
J 
> 
= 


Torn between memories of Don and memories of Brad—I wondered whether happiness lay ahead for me! 


real estate, and of the money her mother had left her. 
That .made it possible for him to make a good deal. 
Mr. Lane had given them a house in New York, and 
later they were to have a country place. 

Marian couldn't say two words without saying “My 
husband.” She liked to dig at me, too. She came to 
see me two or three times, and tried to find out whether 
Brad had really cared for me; we'd been together so 
much that people had talked about it. I stood it till she 
began to tell me little, intimate things that she had no 
business to tell. Then I got rid of her forever. 

She had said, “Do you know, I used to be almost 
jealous of you, Nina? Just imagine—lI really thought 
Brad cared seriously a little bit for you!” 


| made my mouth smile while inside I was cold as ice. 

“You sheuld have remembered that Brad couldn't 
let himself do that,” I told her. “He had to marry 
money.” 

She was furious, of course, because she knew I told 
the truth. But I was dreadfully sorry; I’d have given 
anything not to have said it. I’d learned through my 
own unhappiness to spare everyone else whenever I 
could. I was glad, though, to get rid of her. She made 
life too hard for me. 

We had been back at the Club just a month when 
Don's father was killed in an automobile accident. It 
was heartbreaking; Don had worshiped his father. 
After Doctor Bellows’ affairs [Turn to page 109 | 
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le LVever Dreamed 


It Wasn't As If 
What I Was 


I saw a girl I used to know, and she stared and 

pointed at me. Two or three people looked. It 
was the first time I'd seen my home in two years, but | 
didn’t speak to anyone. Dirk was sitting on the cabin 
of our boat, smoking. He looked at me significantly and 
[ went meekly down below. 

I have hardly been off the boat in the two years since 
Dirk brought me here. Somehow, passing through my 
| home town and not daring to speak to anybody made me 
© realize what has happened to me—and made me wonder 
if I’ve changed. 

Dirk took me away two years ago. Since then I’ve only 
' spoken to another man once. I haven't talked to more 
than three or four women. ‘And all the time we've been 
surrounded by towns—passing through busy cities— 
tied up against the canal banks near farmhouses and 
villages. 

If I told you just what happened, it would sound 
melodramatic. 

One night, as | was asleepin my own roominmy father’s 

house, | woke up out of a nightmare trying to scream. 
\ But I couldn’t! There were fingers—real fingers—at 

my throat. They cut off my breath. I went crazy 

® with terror. I felt the bedclothes being stuffed 

into my mouth. I felt a blanket wrapped 

around my head. I felt the cold night air as 
ss somebody picked me up. 

a Strong, terribly strong arms were 

; 2 around me. Stark, staring mad .with 
; terror, I felt myself lifted out of a 
‘ window, and carried down a hill that 
— | knew led to the water. I was put 
in a boat. And as the boat cast 
eee off and was rowed down the 

canal, I fainted. 

That sounds melodramatic 
enough, doesn’t it? It 
sounds like something out 
of a book, not something 
that would happen in a 
civilized country. But 
here’s something that a 
book wouldn't say. 

It served me right! 

é 4 I deserved the scare, and 
deserved the horror that 
'filled me, and I guess I 
a deserved all that happened 

to me afterward. But it’s 


QC: canal boat passed through the locks yesterday. 


| %F 
| 
i 
| 


Enough 


I Didvt Know 
Doing, and Yet— 


only lately that I’ve realized it. 

| can’t tell you what I was 
before that night. Different boys 
had told me what I was, and 
| laughed. It wouldn’t look well 
in print. But—I cheated. Most 
girls are good; some arent. 

| was a_ betwixt-and-between. 

| wasn't bad. Oh, no! I was 
what a fellow told me once, sneer- 
ing, “Chemically pure.” No boy 
could say there was a real reason 
why | shouldn’t marry, but they 
could say something that would 
keep men from wanting to marry 
me. 

I wanted excitement, yet I 
didn’t want to take any chances. 
| wanted to get all the thrills— 
and | wanted to remain pure. 

Yes, I was a virgin, but I 
wasn't chaste. I knew how to take 
care of myself. I would let a boy 
go so far, and no farther. And | 
would let them go pretty far. 

Funny, isn’t it? 

If I liked a boy, why, I wanted 
him to thrill me. Sometimes I 
met boys who really liked me. 
They wanted me for a sweet- 
heart. But I didn't get much He was er ages 
thrill out of ordinary small-town savage 
courtship. It was easy to get that makes you feel 
them in the frame of mind where a manis dangerous. 
they'd be more exciting. I'd 
tell them they were “Awfully 
slow.” 

I liked to be tempted—and I 
never fell. 

But boys don’t like that kind 
of girl. Once a fellow realized 
what I was, he had no more use 
for me. I cheated, you see. I'd 
neither be one thing or the other 


FTER awhile nobody came 
around. The only men I'd 
meet were strangers. I felt that 
[ had to be extra careful with 
strangers; never go out with 
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them ; just sit on the front porch in the darkness. Then 
| could always scream, and they knew it. 

| never had to do it but once 

There was Dirk. He owned a canal boat and lived 
alone on it. Our little town got most of its freight by 
canal, as the boats are cheaper on freight-rates than the 
railroad. Sometimes his boat would tie up for three or 
tour davs, being unloaded. He'd sit on the after-deck, 
smoking, and maybe mending some of his clothes or 
doing his own washing 

| flirted with him from the canal-bank one day. He 
was handsome and had that savage kind of look that 
makes you feel that a man is dangerous, that you'd better 
not try to fool him. Women like that kind of man. | 
thought he ought to be thrilling. 

He made a date with me and I| went to the movies 
with him. | let him kiss me good-night when he took me 
home. That was the first time I'd been with him. | 
was just a little afraid of him, but I promised to go out 
with him again. 

The more | knew him, the 


He stared at me a long time before he could speak. 

“I'm going away tomorrow,” he whispered hoarsely 
after awhile. 

“Next time you come—dear 


H* GOT up suddenly and went away, drunk with 
emotion. I went to bed, languorous and sleepy 
Dirk was thrilling. 

But he didn’t go away next day. His boat stayed tied 
up against the canal-bank. And next might he came up 
to see me. ; 

| wouldn't go out with him. | knew better! 1 just 
stayed on the porch with him, in the dark. And | 
laughed, and told him next time he came—maybe. But 
it was dark there, and no one could see 

But | had forgotten that there is a limit to what a 
man can stand. The thrill stopped and | was suddenly 
terrified. I fought him silently for a minute, gasping 
Then I screamed. I had to. 

He drew back from me and 
cursed me. He told me what 


more felt that he couldn't be 
fooled like the others. If he 
started something, he would 
finish it. I'd been out with 
him half a dozen times before 
I realized that I had him going. 
He stammered a little when 
he talked with me, and I could 


him tongue-tied. He was in 
love with me 


UT I never thought of 
marrying him. He was a 
canal boat man, too far be- 
neath me. He was only good 
enough to spoon with. He 
wasnt nearly good enough to 
marry me. 
But I got down on my knees 
to him later, begging him to! 
As he was leaving the next 
day—his boat was going back 
for another load—we sat until 
late on the dark front porch. 
Vines grew up in front of it. 
Nobody could see. I leaned 
against him in the porch-swing 


All letters must 


be awarded April 
will be the judges. 


AE want your approval. We 
want you to tell your friends 
about OUR magazine—yours and 
make him blush. | could make mine. And every month we want 
you to write us a letter telling us 
which stories you like best. Tell us 
just what you think of the magazine 
cas a whole. Your criticism will 
help us to make tt better. He 
We will give twenty-five dollars for 
the best letter about 


issue; ten dollars for the second best, 
and five dollars for the third best. 


noon, March fifteenth. Prizes will 


| was. He used a word that 
would not look well in print. 


Why Not Write lo Us2 “You—!" he said, choking. 


“I'll get you yet!” 

He stumbled away. 1 told 
my father I hadn't screamed, 
that I had just called to some 
one I knew. | laughed when 
1 thought of Dirk. He'd get 
me yet! Other men had said 
that, but they hadn't 

Next morning Dirk's boat 
made fast to a towline and dis- 
appeared. In a way I was 
sorry. 
came back in a little 
over a month, though. His 
the March boat was tied up and he sat on 
the after-deck and smoked, 
mending some of his clothes. 
I went to the canal-bank. He 
looked up at me. 

“Hello, Dirk,” I said gayly. 
“You're back again.” 

He stared at me. I waited 
for him to say something. If 
he acted right, | might let him 
come up to see me. He was 


be in this office by 


Ist. The Editors 


“You're awfully slow, Dirk,” 
I said, laughing. 

“How? He thought it over a moment. Then he 
put his arm around me—it was trembling. ‘“You—you 
don't mind ?” 

“Not yet,” I laughed again. Dirk ought to be thrilling 
if he got started 

He bent his head, and I held up my lips. He kissed 
me. Then he kissed me again. Then he kissed me 
savagely, passionately. Dirk was crazy about me. 

He drew back suddenly. His kisses had been pretty 
wild. 

“I'm sorry,” he mumbled. “I—I didn’t mean to kiss 
you like that.” 

“I like ‘em rough,” I said invitingly. “I'm not mad 

yet.” 

He stared, breathing heavily. I cuddled against him, 
and pouted invitingly. 

\ minute later I said breathlessly, “And I’m not mad 
yet either. Not yet.” 

“Say,” he said, “you know I'm crazy about you. |——" 

“You're slow!” I told him impatiently. “You're 
awfully slow!” 


exciting, all right, but I’d have 
to be sure I could handle him. 
He said nothing. Nothing whatever—just ignored me. 


HAT night I sat on the porch alone. Nobody was 
coming to see me. Why should they? The boys 
I. knew despised me. 

I could see a light in the cabin of Dirk's canal boat. 
I heard hammering going on below decks. | thought 
about him. I remembered him upon the porch with 
me. 

I was restless when I went to bed. 

I huddled under the cover and tried to get warm. 
After a long time I drifted off to sleep. Then I began 
to dream. 

Then, in my dream, hands seized me. Laughter 
sounded all around me. I was frozen in that paralyzed 
impotence of a nightmare. Then I woke up! 

Hands were closing about my throat. A dark figure 
was bent above me, and eyes glittered not six inches 
from my own. The terror of the nightmare was but the 
millionth part of the terror I felt then. I tried to shriek, 
to cry out. The fingers cut off my breath; I tried to 
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claw at the hands. Hut the bedclothes muffled my arms, 
and spots swam before my eyes. | felt cloth stuffed into 
my open mouth—then the pressure on my throat was 
released. 

I was literally crazy with fear. A blanket was thrown 
over my head, and I was rolled over and over in strong 
arms. I felt myself lifted up, still struggling voicelessly. 
Cold night air chilled me. I was being lifted out of the 
window, and carried down-hill ' 
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The dry sobs hurt my throat. 
“I—Il’ll do anything, Dirk, if 
you'll only marry me.” 


] think that if I could have screamed, 
then, I would have uttered only gibberish. 
But soon | felt myself laid down upon 
boards. Then came the movement of a 
boat—the splash of oars moving’ rythmi- 
cally. 


HERE was no sound of excitement 
or pursuit. No one had _ been 
alarmed. I had been taken from my 
home in an utterly soundless fashion. I 
did not even know who had taken me. 

Mercifully, I fainted. 

When I opened my eyes, Dirk was look- 
ing down at me. His face was white 
and his eyes were burning. 

“You can scream, now,” he said 
sombrely. 

My eyes went panicstricken about me. 
I was in the cabin of his canal boat. The 


woodwork inside was all new. It was not even painted ; 
there were shavings on the floor. The door at the top of 
the deck-ladder was thick—like an ice-box door. 

“Il was crazy about you,” said Dirk grimly. “I! was 
figuring on marrying you. I reckon you knew it, too. 
But you wanted to have fun with me instead. Fun!” 
He spat. “I don’t let any woman get away with that. 
This cabin has got double walls, now. You can yell 
your lungs out and nobody’ll hear you. A tug’s going 
to pick up my line and pull me out of here before day- 
break, and before anybody knows you're gone.” 

My teeth chattered. There was no mercy in his face. 

“Dirk! Dirk! What're you going to do?” 

“You knew I wanted to marry you,” he said again. 
“But you wanted fun with me. You said, ‘Next time 
you come.’ I know what you are. You wanted to kid 
me along. But you said, ‘Next time you come’.” 

“Dirk! Dirk!” 

“This is next time,” he said grimly. “I loved you, you 
know. I wanted to marry you. You wanted something 
else and you said, ‘Next time.’ This is next time.” 

And his hand—that huge and terrible hand— 

closed on my shoulder. . 
At sunrise, he held my head against a 
porthole so I could see the banks. We 
were miles from home, moving slowly 
along the [Turn to page so¢ | 
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Paul suggested a 

breath of air. “I 

never saw such a 
ctazy mob,” he said 


Here is a Story So 
Startling in Its 


Revelations That 
An Investigation 
Was Made Before 
We Consented 
To Publish It. 


STORM of protest 
iA may greet this sordid 
revelation of high 
Meee school secret societies, if you 
publish it. 

But it is, every word, the 
truth. It is not complete, be- 
cause it is just my own story 
but I know from observation 
that thousands of girls need 
to stop and think. 

I am writing this at one 

o'clock in the morning, seated 
at my bedroom window. 
A brilliant moon is sending silvery beams through the 
leafless trees which line our street: disturbing zephyrs 
of balmy night air flutter the curtains. It is a dreamy 
night, but it seems to bring back thoughts I want to 
forget. 

Moonlight has always had a dreadfully depressing 
effect on me, ever since that fateful night six years ago 
when all the misery in the world seemed to close in on 
me and imprison me as a being unfit for decent society. 

Somewhere out there in the night is my little sixteen 
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arty 


It Was Read By 
Several High School 
Principals Who 
Agree That The Story 
is Not Exaggerated. 


year old sister, Hazel, gayly dancing 
away the hours when she should be 
safely in bed. At two o'clock, three 
o'clock, or four o'clock, she will 
return home, hectic, irritable, throb- 
bing with excitement. There will 
be the odor of liquor and cigarettes 
on her breath, her eyes will be half- 
closed from lack of sleep. She will 
resent my “waiting up” for her. 

But I simply cannot go to bed 
until I see her safely home. How 
I dread the coming of some night 
when she will not come home at all, 
and a telephone message will inform 
me that she is “spending the night 
with Sally or Mary or Blanche.” 

Mother will not listen to me when 
I protest that Hazel is too young to 
go to such late parties. 

“All Hazel’s friends go to these 
affairs and they are perfectly lovely 
girls,” she insists. “You, yourself, 
were only fifteen when you went 
out. Because you didn't like it, and 
preferred to be a stick-at-home after 
the first two or three times, is no 
reason why I should deprive your 
sister of the same privileges.” 


AYBE if I told Mother the story | am going to 
tell you, she would not be so complacent. But I 
simply don’t dare do it. 

However, I want to get this story over. We get 
Smart Set every month and Mother and Hazel will 
read it there. They will never suspect I wrote it. There 
are thousands of girls having similar experiences ; there 
are thousands of older sisters warning the younger ones ; 
there are thousands of heedless mothers. Hazel is not 
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| Flappers whose years 
ranged from fourteen 
to eighteen were there. 
| 
my little sister's real name; “Hazel” is a representative As the cost of living soared, Dad added to his income 
name. hy additional work done at home, occasional book re- 
\We are people of slender means living in one of the views and Sunday Magazine articles. 
‘boroughs’ adjacent to Manhattan. Quite a “Ritzy” Mother dominated our lives. She sought to sow in 
community with even a scant sprinkling of Social Regis- the minds of her children—myself, the eldest, my brother 
trites, a country club and an exclusive golf club. Rob and sister Hazel—those seeds of ambition which 
\When Mother married Father, she hitched his wagon _ had failed to take root in Dad. 
to a star by purchasing a lot here and building a house 
which was ‘way beyond their means. But Dad's business N THE house next to ours lived a lawyer's family 
ability was no match for her ambitions. Instead of be- by the name of Ashton. Mother and Mrs. Ashton 


coming a nest of dreams coming true, it turned out to were friendly but not friends, for our neighbor belonged 
be a millstone hung about his neck, keeping his nose so to the smart set and entertained quite extensively; the 
close to the grindstone that he never dared look around plain truth of the matter was that Mother didn’t have 
for more fertile fields to conquer. The interest on the any suitable clothes to wear. 


huge mortgage always loomed over his head like a However, the Ashton children became our intimate 
hungry bird of prey. chums. Our “garden” was a great place to play in and 
we all had wonderful times together. 
A l THE time of their marriage, Mother had a neat (srace Ashton and [| entered high school the same 
little sum of five thousand dollars which she had in- year. We were both fifteen years old at the time. 
herited from her father’s estate, and Dad was making I didn’t want to go to High. I wanted to go to busi- 


forty dollars a week as star reporter on one of the big ness school and earn money as soon as possible. I 
dailies. He is still making forty dollars a week. He has wanted to have smart clothes and be able to go to the 
seen dozens of men promoted over his head to the City movies and to matinées like the other girls. But Mother 
lesk— men less capable than himself—yet he has never wouldn't hear of it. 

dared to protest. All the fight in him had been squelched “You can't get anywhere without education,” she said, 
hy that overwhelming mortgage. Year after vear, he has truly enough. “And goodness knows, I don’t want you 
yrown shabbier and shabbier; meeker and meeker: to be a failure like your father. After all I have sacri- 
grayer and grayer ficed for you, I expect you to make the most of your 
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opportunities. Youll meet 
all the nice girls at High, 
and now it’s up to you to 
win out. Grace Ashton 
knows most of the nicest 
families and she can't help 
introducing you.” 

I wasn't an exceptionally 
bright pupil by any means, 
and in my class were girls 
of thirteen and _ fourteen 
years old. But instead of 
feeling more mature, | felt 
voung and gawky alongside 
of them. For most of them 
were children of wealthy 
parents; perfectly self-pos- 
sessed, they were, with an 
odd little air of sophistica- 
tion which marked them as 
beings of another social 
world. 

Occasionally I overheard 
scraps’ of their conversa- 
tions about clothes and 
parties and “sweeties” which 
astonished me, and em- 
phasized the gulf which lay 
between us as surely as 


NCE in awhile a boy invited me to go to a movie 
There would be some 


if 


or for a ride in his car. 


more or less “fussing” and, as I knew it was expected, 
| had to submit to quite a bit of flabby kissing and un- 
I didn't like it. 
understand that prudes were taboo; that “ironsides” 


welcome mauling. 


Just a jazz-mad crowd of kids with one 
aim in view — to show each other just 
how snappy and worldly -wise they were. 


What the Authorities Say. 


Harry B. Chambers: Chairman Law Committee, New 
York Board of Education: 
“The State Commission has asked to have a law 
passed forbidding high school secret socictics. There 
are such laws now wm eighteen states.” 
Dr. Gilbert S. Blakely, Principal of Evander Childs 
High School, New York: 7 
“We are constantly fighting the secret society evil 
in our school.” 
Charles H. Vosburgh of the 
Education 
“If we allow them they must have supervision. 
Then we could recognize them and have a teacher 
in cach one to see that all is as it should be.” 


Doctor J. Guernsey Borst, President Alpha Chapter, 

Eta Beta Pi fraternity and Professor of Education, 

Skidmore College 
“Ie. as a fraternity, do not recognise high school 
fraternities as secret societies. Personally, 1] cannot 
conceive of children under eighteen being permitted 
to organise without faculty supervision. Our 
chapters, althowgh composed entirely of college 
men, cach have at least two faculty members. It 
scems to me that all social clubs in the secondary 
schools should be compelled to follow a similar 
plan.” 


New York Board of 


it 


were geographical. 


should stay by their own 
hearthstones ; and that each 
party had its “price.” 

My first “petting party” 


left a bad taste in my 
mouth. 
Archie Baldwin, one of 


the older boys in school, hac 
caught up with me on my 
way home and had invited 
me to go for a ride in his 
car that evening. 

Archie wasn't a particu- 
larly handsome youth. He 
was inclined to be fat and 


his face was blotchy. But 
his clothes mirrored the 
latest thing in the cake- 


eater’s catalogue, and a halo 
of being “wild and_ fast” 
fluttered about his reputa- 
tion. 

I was thrilled! And | 
knew Mother would be 
entranced ! 

She was. \rchie be- 
longed to the wealthiest 
family in the neighborhood ! 


Without looking, | knew that Mother watched from 


behind the curtains as I entered the low slung car, her 


But 1 was made to 
twilight. 


heart beating wildly with exultation. 
into the higher social sphere. 

I expected to go only for a short run, but as soon as 
we got clear of the residential district. Archie changed 
into high and we fairly shot through the darkening 


It was my début 
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I telephoned the Arnold home and learned that Mrs. Arnold was at a Country Club dance 


We entered a driveway on two wheels and Archie 
stopped the car in front of a low rambling dwelling so 
abruptly that | was almost thrown out of my seat. 

“Well, here we are, Babs. What do you think of 
your Uncle Dudley's driving?” he asked, grinning, as he 
noted that | was too breathless to speak 

“Simply glorious,’ | gasped. “What are we stopping 
for? I could go on forever.” 

“Thoughtless child.” he retorted. “The poor chauffeur 
has to stop once in a while for a little refreshment. 
Come on in. This ts the famous or infamous,’ as you 


will, McCafferty’s roadhouse!”” He laughed wickedly. 

The name meant nothing to me. But roadhouses 
had always been pictured in my mind's eye as sort 
of glorified saloons, tumble-down shacks. The pre- 
tentious place which Archie dubbed “McCafferty’s Road- 
house” looked like the summer residence of a billion- 
aire. [| noticed several other cars parked about the 
grounds, however, and over the door in inconspicuous 
letters was the name “The Antiers.”’ 

I didn't know just how to act when Archie jumped 
out of the car and marched towards [Turn to page [96] 
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That night I surveyed myself in 
the mirror. I, too, had neck and 
shoulders that were lovely. 


Do I Play 
Character Parts? 


Here 


playing character parts on the stage. Why, they 

always ask, the haughty grande dames, tearful 
mothers, comic servants, and negro mammies? Then 
they kindly go on to say that my face is young enough 
for me to play ingenues, and that my figure has a trim- 
ness and suppleness ideal in a leading lady. 

They wonder why I am contented with less salary and 
less prestige as a character woman. 

And always I give the same answer—that I am inter- 
ested in the variety of roles that character work brings 
me. I say that leading roles are usually hewn from the 
same block and that an ingenue or a leading lady only 
plays herself; that she depends more upon personality 
and appearance than upon technique and talent. 


Prssine often ask me why I confine myself to 


The Amazing Revelation 
of a Great Actress 
| Whose Suffering 

Has Been 
Endured 


in 


Silence. 


But to my friends, to those in whom I really wish to 
confide, I say nothing. I merely unbutton the high- 
collared blouse I always wear—or scarf of tulle when a 
part requires evening costume—and let them see what 
lies underneath. 

After that they do not bother me with further ques- 
tions. 

They understand. 

For you see, my neck and breast are so horribly, 
loathsomely scarred, both front and back, that I can 
never wear a décolleté dress. 

That is why I must continue to do characters. And 
how those scars came to be I am going to tell you here. 

I think that I must always have been stage-struck. 
Just beyond babyhood, I invented juvenile dramas 
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for my dolls, gesticulated and grimaced betore a mirror 

later | took a prominent part in Sunday and grammar 
entertainments—tableaux, dialogues, and 
operettas. Although | realize now how awkward and 
amateurish [| must have been, [| must have possessed 
some talent even then, for | was always singled out from 


schor 


the others for special praise 
From the moment that | first saw a professional per 


formance—it was a one-night-stand troupe playing “The 


Devil's Auction” at the Opera 

House, | remember—I was 

determined to go on the 

stage myself. My day 

dreams were never of — owes 


a fairy-prince lover, a 
home and babies. They 
always pictured the 
glamour of a spotlight 
heating down upon me, 
and the flutter of ap 
proving hand-claps 
swelling to applause. 

My family were 
staunch Methodists, and 
would have died rather 
than seen me _ become 
anactress. Theythought 
that my passion was 
merely an adolescent 
fancy | would soon 
outgrow 

I did not. The stage 
complex grew with me. 
I lived only to take 
part in amateur theat- 
ricals which | fondly 
imagined were stepping 
stones to Broadway and 
triumph. 

Boys meant nothing 
to me, except as people 
to play with. 
we often en 
love scenes, 
severely tempered and cen- 
sored by the Sunday school 
superintendent, | forgot all about 
them as soon as my make-up was 
oft 


scenes 


gaged in 


WAS eighteen when my aunt 
from New York visited us and 
suggested that I attend a dramatic school 

| realize now that it was not because 
she appreciated my talent or wanted to 
help me. She cherished some kind of a 
grudge against my father over the division of 
my grandmother's estate. Since she shrewdly 
guessed how much my career would pain him, 
she encouraged me with words,and what was more 
important, with promises of financial assistance 

| was wilful and obstinate, | guess. Ambition blinded 
me to everyone except myself. The upshot of many 
stormy scenes was that | went back to New York with 
my aunt and without a parental blessing. 

[ helieved that my mother and father would recover 
from their disappointment. In a few years when I was 
famous, they would be glad to be proud of me, and 
would regret that they had ever tried to put obstacles 
in my way to glory 

\'nfortunately, before | could send home a program 
with my name on it. both of my parents were dead 


little 


At the dramatic school | studied very hard. | took 
lessons in diction and deportment, singing and dancing 
| lived at the theater, watching successful actresses. 
digesting their tricks and methods 
My instructors assured me that | had talent and tem 
perament 
They said a rosy future beckoned before me 
| was so taken up by my work and hopes that the 
death of my parents had little effect upon me. Nor wa- 
| disturbe:l over the fact that my father’s estate came 
to less than a thousand dollars. | was so confident 
that | would be earning incredible salaries that 
| promptly invested my entire inheritance in 
clothes so as to appear more attractive to 
the managers 
Shortly after that my aunt with 
drew her patronage. She became 


In her hand something glit 
tered . What she could 
not have, she would not let 
anyone else have! 
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interested in something else, and squandered her money 
upon it instead of me. 
But even then | did not care. 


Wasn't | on the 
threshold of achievement’ | was to have a part—a big 
part—in the dramatic school’s annual series of matinées 
at a Broadway theater. 

] dreamed that all the important managers would be 
present, and that they would be delighted with my per- 
formance and smother me with contracts. 

] was so sure that | would be good that | was very 
had indeed. Nevertheless | did receive an offer—not 
because of my technique, | later discovered. but because 
of my figure. 

It was not an important part, only a maid with a few 
insignificant lines in a bedroom farce. But swallowing 
my disappointment over not being implored to co-star 
with John Barrymore, | accepted it 

It meant that I was no longer an amateur, and had 
become a professional actress. It also meant that | was 
to receive thirty-five dollars a week—-and that | needed 
badly. 

For three weeks we tried the piece out on the road, 
but the notice was posted after the New York opening 
that we would close in two weeks. Salaries for the last 


I flung myself across his 
knees, shielding him . . . 
The glittering thing 
flashed in the air. 


two weeks failed to materialize, and since there was no 
Equity then, we were obliged to grin and bear it 

For the next two months | haunted offices and grew 
so accustomed to rebuffs that I could read “Nothing 
today” in the eves of an agent before he spoke 

| lived at a club for actresses where the rates were low 
and one was allowed to go into generous arrears. But 
I had exceeded these before | managed to obtain another 
small part—at twenty-five dollars a week this time 

This second venture was more fortunate. We ran 
for five weeks on the road and twelve in New York 
although towards the last my salary was cut a third 

| was allowed to understudy the leading lady. It dic! 
not increase my salary and she was discouragingly 
healthy and reliable, but it was food for my vanity 


UCH was my life for the next two years. | managed 
to secure a few minor roles in moderate successes anc 
out-and-out failures. Between engagements | made thin 


ends meet by being a super at the opera, by walking on 
for a dollar a performance in pretentious productions 
that required extras as atmosphere, by being part of the 
mob at motion picture studios, by ushering, by addressing 
envelopes, or even by acting as a cloak model 
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Che clothes | had bought with my inheritance kept me 
and attractive. (therwise | should have had to 
vo hungrier to clothe myself. An actress out of a job 
understands that rouge on the lips is often more impor- 


trim 


tant than food in the stomach. 

| did have offers to go out with repertoire shows, 
hautauqua companies, and vaudeville sketches, but | 
irned them down haughtily. I had no desire to bury 
nyself on the road and leave the Broadway coast clear to 


ther young actresses. 
Lut my resolution faded with my fraying wardrobe 
ind more frayed nerves. In the end | sought Chautauqua 


nd vaudeville and, now that I wanted 


them, | could not get them. 
\t last luck broke, and one of the lesser agents sent 
stock 


engagements 


me as ingenue to a_ fourth-rate company in a 
manufacturing town. The salary was ridiculously small, 
but to poverty-stricken me it looked like a_ million 
lollars 


| told my acquaintances that | was only doing stock 
for the sake of experience 


\ctually | was doing it 


after every. performance. They wrote silly letters 
begging for locks of his curly brown hair. 
“I'd be bald in a week,” he used to laugh. “Besides, 


someone might take a microscope to it and find I was 
born blond—then my reputation would be gone.” 

“You don't dye your hair?’ | was rudely curious, 
everything was so delightfully new to me. 

“Sure,” he admitted with the boyish frankness which 
was one of his chief charms. “And have a permanent 
wave put in it every six weeks. A leading man with 
gray streaks would get as many jobs as an armless 
chauffeur.” 

As the leading lady was married to the director and 
the character woman was engrossed in Christian Science 
and two sons at college, Gareth Garivel lavished all his 
attention upon me. 


FTER the performance we often dined together 

in a Greek restaurant, and Friday, our one free 
morning, we would go shopping or take long walks 
together on the fringe of 

the town. His conversa- 


nowhere else did 


hecause 

there appear to be any 

oophole 
SAYVILLE the That 
name of the town, a 


straggling place of sooty 
stacks, cut-rate shops, and 
lreary houses. The theater 
was a ludicrous affair, an 
old skating rink, long and 
and sheathed in- 
out with calei- 


OW many 


narrow, 
and 
tin 

liut | had little time to 
waste upon my surround- 
Kach week we did 


side 


mined 


ngs 


words been spat like poison 


darts directed at a girll 


Suppose they were unjustly sent 


at You? What would you do? 


tion, his past experiences 
and views upon acting and 
actors, enthralled me. 

[t never occurred to me 
that I was interested in the 
man as much as the actor, 
until I learned that he was 
married. Even then I was 
at a loss to account for the 
strange pang that twinged 
through me, the inexplic- 
able aching, as if I had 
just heard bad news. 

“Miss Ferris said you 
were married,” I said to 
him at supper one evening. 
Miss Ferris was the lead- 
ing lady. 


Kind! 


times have those 


new plav; as an i1n- 
venue | seldom had less His handsome face 
thor thirty “sides” or ° bd ° darkened. 
one of manuscript—and Read the beginning of this grip- “T hope she hasn't been 
ften as many a8 sixty. ‘ . - spilling that dirt to cash 
Within four rehearsais we ping two-part story of life in the psec, A married 
had to be practically letter- : ‘| Syart SET leading man is as badly off 
verfect in the forthcoming pril SM. as a little Eva whose 
sroduction grandchildren sit in the 
Fach day we rehearsed front row—and I’m not 
from ten till one, played a married, present tense.” 
matinee and a night per- “No?” I urged him. 


formance, and the time between was taken up by study 
and improvising old dresses into new ones. 

| had never imagined such gruelling work was possible. 
Now, years of stock have made me a good study; | 
memorize by pages, and have all the business stored away 
in my brain. Then it seemed appalling drudgery. 
y! r, | was working; | was being applauded, and 

applause is sweet in the ears of a young actress. 

| had always heard of professional jealousy, but the 
people in the company were very kind to me. They 
realized that I was a novice. and went out of their way 
to help me. They were stolid, hard-working folk, lack- 
ing all the glamour that is usually ascribed to the theater. 

hat is, all except the leading man—and he rose head 
and shoulders above his environment. His name was 
(Gareth Garivel and he had acted more than once on 
Broadway. 

| wondered why he had not stayed there. He was 
hig and handsome and had a delicious voice, sympathetic 


and musical. The matinée girls swamped the stage alley 


scarcely conscious of my tense interest. 

“No; I haven't lived with my wife, or seen her for 
three years. That’s one reason why | stay out of New 
York.” 

He leaned forward eagerly as if he were glad to have 
someone in whom he could confide. “Our marriage was 
all a mistake from the beginning. We were on a ‘reptile’ 
tent show and I guess loneliness and propinquity turned 
the trick. A°man can't go on living alone altogether— 
especially if he’s an actor and cut off from the normal 
world. But she didn’t understand me and we were 
wretched.” 

“You're divorced?” I asked eagerly. 

He shook his head. 

“She won't let me get one; she thinks freedom might 
make me happy. Jacqueline doesn’t like other people 
being happy or successful. We split because I was mak- 
ing more progress than she was. She insisted upon 
always being my leading lady and she wasn't good 
enough. We could only get joint engagements with the 
poorest shows—and she blamed me for it, not herself. 


| couldn't act, | was so damnably unhappy. | had to 
leave her.” 

His boyish face was so miserable that | believed every 
word that he said, and felt him justified. At that time 
I considered art and temperament paramount to every- 
thing—even marriage vows. 

“Was she very beautiful?” Unconscious jealousy 
tinged my question. 

He pursed his lips negatively. 

“Um-um—but she had the loveliest neck and shoulders 
I have ever seen, like a Greek statue.” 

That night, as I took my bath, | surveyed myself in 
the mirror. I, too, had neck and shoulders that were 
lovely. 


UR next bill was “A Fool There Was,” and as 

the leading lady played the showy and actress-proof 
part of the vampire, I was cast as the wife—as Gareth 
Garivel’s wife. 

It was the first time that | had played opposite him 
in love-scenes and I was satisfied and excited; and not 
just because it was the most important role that I had 
yet attempted. 


I could well believe she was a striking 
woman. But the mouth and cyes were 
discontented, vindictive, even in the 
photograph. 


Somehow he seemed to make the stage embraces more 
realistic than was absolutely necessary; he prolonged 
them, put more ardor than imitation into the kisses. But 
I did not reprove him, did not even desire to do so. 

Actually, | was just as much infatuated with Gareth 
Garivel as the most marshmallow-brained matinée girl. 

And I had more right to be infatuated, for the matinée 
girls merely knew him as the heroes he portrayed, while 
I fancied that | had penetrated to the real man under- 
neath-—the whimsical, lovable. temperamental Pierrot to 
whom art came before everything, even love. 

Perhaps, with the vanity of every woman, my sub- 
conscious self planned to be the one woman who would 
take precedence over art. 

I remember that I almost forgot my lines at the first 
performance. When the smooth cloth of his sleeves 
brushed my neck, when the pungent smell of his grease- 
paint reached my nostrils, when he spoke endearing 
phrases with a tone that could not all have been acting, 
the blaze of the footlights and the eager faces beyon 
became blurred. 

That night in my room | could not concentrate on the 
next week’s script. Something [Turn to page So] 
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The Flapper the 
By Mrs. JEAN Nasu 


COULD not criticize the 
“flapper” or the American 
woman. 


Nothing on earth is quite so 
stupid as the man or woman 
who stands in judgment over 
the methods and morals of 
tellow 

However, | can give you a 
few impressions gathered dur- 
ing my short visit here concern- 
ing the difference between the 
smart American and the Parisi- 
enne of the beau monde. 

America is a perfect garden 
of absolutely beautiful girls. 
()n the other hand, the beautiful 
matron is conspicuously rare 


mortals. 


the cabaret. 


the end.”’ 


We see very few beautiful 
young girls in Paris, London, : 
Rome There, maturity 1s monial plums! 


reached before real beauty is ’ 


O THE dashing, 
American flapper, Mrs. Nash 
sounds a note of warning. 
‘*From time immemorial,”’ she 
writes, ‘young men have selected 
‘jazz’ girls as the companions of 
But it has always 
been toward the sweet demure 
girls that the worthwhile ones 
have turned for life partners in 


In other words, the quiet, 
homelier sister gets the matri- 


In Paris there are no “plastic 
surgeons.”” The French woman, 
lacking the beauty of the Amer- 
ican girl, carefully preserves 
what she has, and enhances it 
by every means in her power. 
Above all, she emphasizes her 
femininity. 

The Parisienne is not a “pal” 
to men. She is essentially fem- 
inine. [In every woman there is 
just a little bit of the masculine, 
and in every man just a little 
of the feminine. But it is not 
the masculine in the woman nor 
the feminine in the man which 
is really attractive to the op- 
posite sex. It is completeness 
which we are all seeking—hence, 
it would seem to me, the “pal” 
attitude is an unnatural one. 
| The American girl does not 

seem to fully appreciate herself. 


daring 


leveloped 
Beauty is as delicate as a hot- 
house flower. It is a thing to be cherished and prized 


with the greatest care. I do not think the American 
virl appreciates this. I have been astounded by the 1m- 
nense quantities of cocktails and highballs young girls 
consume at the gayeties of New York's smart set. 

Why do they do it? 


Beauty is only skin deep—so is ugliness. 

| do not believe that the young American girl is the 
moral monster manufactured by certain fiction writers, 
quandering her youth and loveliness in cabarets, dissi- 
pating her emotions in “necking parties,” outraging her 
natural feminine instinct by participating in questionable 

No; that I cannot believe. Yet, I have discovered that 
the American girl is apt to assume a pose of being wiser 
than she is. The French young woman is much wiser 
than she appears to be. 

Speed seems to be the watch-word in America. No 
time for leisure. No time to develop charm. 

Fatigue is submerged in a cocktail; more fatigue in 
more cocktails. Dull eyes sparkle glassily. Cupidbow 
lips whiten—are rouged and coarsened. Cigarettes are 
smoked incessantly to calm nerves over-stimulated by 


ilk ohol 


WAYS the American girl seeks—not the easiest 
way—but the shortest cut. 

\nd the older young woman? When her incessantly 

restless energy shows too plainly on her features, does 

she rest up at some quiet resort? No; the specialist in 


plastic surgery is sought out and commanded impatiently : 

“Please, quickly, manufacture me a new face. Cut out 
the lines, stitch up the sagging muscles. 
you must, but turn me out new in short order. 
be back on the merry-go-round next week.” 


Torture me if 
I must 


From the moment of her début 
into the social whirlpool, her life is one continuous, fren- 
zied, turmoil. She stampedes through one function after 
another, never pausing to take stock of her charms. 
The rather pert, seemingly self-satisfied, overbearing, 
gallivanting society bud isn't the real girl at all—she is a 
masquerader, who isn't at all sure of herself. Her cap 
and bells are hastily donned to save time in bringing her 
own self to the surface. 


HERE is nothing seriously wrong with the American 
girl. If she possessed as much charm as she does 
beauty, she would leave all others far in the background. 
As it is, she leaves no permanent impression behind 
her—only a litter of emotion and a great waste of 
energy. 

The reason this dashing, daring American girl gives 
for drinking, flirting, and dissipating generally is, I 
think, an amusingly naive one: “The men expect it.” 

Is this alleged reason a delusion, or an alibi? I wonder. 

From time immemorial young men have selected “jazz” 
girls as the companions for café and cabaret revels. 
But, emerging from the calf age, it has always been 
toward the sweet, demure girls of their own set that 
the worthwhile ones have turned for life partners in 
the end. 

And the “jazz” girls weren't even mentioned in the 
sacred precincts of the family circle. 

Surely these razz-dazzle young débutantes are not 
seeking to replace these poor light little night moths! 

If they are, then their quiet homelier sister debs may 
rejoice, for to them will fall the matrimonial plums. 

For whether it is in Europe or in America, masculine 
nature does not change in one generation. As before. 
it will be in the home, not in the cabaret, that the young 
stags will seriously a-wooing go. 


Here Is a Startling 
Message to the 


American Girl 
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Woman 
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and 
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nating 
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The Big 
Problem 
of One 
Girls Life. 
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Yours ? 


Fifty dollars a week! I was thinking the two of us could live on that, but I didn’t say so. 


me so much, that the more I think of it the more 
paralyzed I become, until | just don’t know what to 
do. And yet I must decide it. 

The whole thing is complicated by the fact that it is 
not merely a matter of deciding what I want to do- 
that surely would be hard enough in the circumstances : 
it is partly a question of what is the right thing to do. 
You see, | don’t want to be unfair to Bruce. But on 
the other hand, will Bruce be fair with me? Has he 
been fair with me? If I try to be faithful and fair to 
Bruce, and he should fail me in the end, I may by that 
very course be unfair to Doctor Howard. 


| AM confronted with a problem which has puzzled 


58 


Now if you were a girl of twenty-seven, marooned in 
a small town after your sweetheart had gone away to 
the city in search of big opportunities, promising to 
come back and marry you as soon as circumstances per- 
mitted, and you had promised him that you would wait 
for him—how long would you wait? How long would 
he be justified in expecting you to wait? Would you 
wait more than five years? Would he have a right to 
expect you to wait more than five years? Does a man’s 
love last that long—in absence? Would you think if a 
man had failed to keep his promise in five years, that 
perhaps it was because he had lost interest—or because 
some other girl had changed his mind? 


Kor Five Years I Have Been Asking Myself 
| 
VA \ 
| 
i 
tl 


You see, there are so many oppor- 
tunities in the city—-well, you know 
what | mean, so many girls. In a 
country town there is almost nobody, 
almost nothing to do but to wait. And 
some poor women just do that all their 
lives, like Aunt Martha. 


RUCE says in his letters that the 
time goes by so fast. | suppose 
he is busy, and things are always hap- 
pening, and life in the city must be so 
interesting. | suppose his letters don't 
seem so far apart—to him. Anyway, 
Hruce said last summer that he could 
hardly believe that it was five years 
ago that he left Cedarville. 

But five years of waiting-—waiting, 
in a little country town—oh, it has 
seemed so long. And all the time | 
have gone on looking forward to only 
a few more months of it, always tell- 
ing myself that perhaps by Christmas, 
or perhaps by Easter, or sometime in 
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June, or in the fall, Bruce will be ready and will come 


hack to get me. And so another year would go 
by, and another. [I would say to myself that 
surely this could not go on indefinitely, 


for surely Bruce would soon be 
earning enough money—and we 
don't need much anyway 
Five years! Some 
people say that life 
is short, but | 
know what a 
long, long time 
five years is. 

I have been 
faithful to 
Bruce Briggs— 
as I promised 
To be faithful 
was one of my 
ideals. [ will 
never forget our 
walk that last 
evening, five 
years ago, down 
the road beyond 
the school-house, 
where the 
birches glowed 
in the moon- 
light. We finally 
came back and 
stood at my gate 
in the shadow of 
our big old elm. 

There we 
promised to wait 
for each other. I 
remember Bruce 
said that hecould 
not bear to go, 
but that there 
was no chance 
for an ambitious 
young fellow in 
this town. All 
the good men 
went to the city, 
pretty nearly. 
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| was the only reason he had not 
gone sooner. Now he was going 
partly on my account; he was going 
to make good—for me. He would 
come back and get me. 

I told Bruce that | would wait for 
him, no matter how long, that | would 
sull be here when he came back for 
me. And here | still am. 

Now one or two new elements have 
entered into the situation—and one of 
these is my pride. I am beginning to 
wonder if | am faithful or foolish 
Five years. Am | making a fool of 
myself? After awhile people here may 
point me out with pity, and say, “Poo 
Constance!” 

They may say, “The 
poor thing waited for 
him, but—— 


“1 wrote him we were through,” she said. Then she cried—I have never seen any girl cry like that. 


a 
| 
ARs, 
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This may be my only opportunity to marry a man of the right kind . . 


could not bear that. There's poor Aunt 
That's what they say about her. Of course 
\unt Martha holds her 
She pre 


\\ t ll. | 
Martha 
hey couldn't say it to her face. 
head high, in her own beautiful, serene way. 
tends she is perfectly happy and declares that she has 

verything she wants, and everything just as she wants 
it. She says she would not change places with anybody 
in the world, and least of all with some of the married 
she knows. Well, there may be something in 
But everybody in town knows that Aunt Martha's 
promised to come back, that she said she would 
wait. And she is still waiting 

()€ course, Aunt Martha and I live together. The 
reason | could not think of going to the city when Bruce 
did was because I had Father to take care of. Since 
Father passed away three years ago, Aunt Martha and | 
shared the housekeeping in the little old cottage 
\unt Martha takes 


women 
that. 


have 


that has always been home to me. 


@ 


. If I were only sure Bruce would not fai! me! 


care of her nice little millinery business, while I have 
gone on teaching school, and helping in the shop on off 


hours, Saturdays and vacations. We have been reason- 
ably comfortable. For that matter, we could go on for 
years the same way. 

But why does Aunt Martha discourage any further 
waiting on my part, if she is so perfectly satisfied? 
Does she want me not to miss what she has missed? 

“You can never tell about these city girls, my dear,” 
says Aunt Martha. 

That is obviously her own bitter experience. She 
says that even the best of men may get lonesome during 
a period of five years, and that a girl can make a fool 
out of any man if she wants to. I guess I am like her— 
| would never want to. 

But Aunt Martha says—and this is the point—that a 
man has no right to keep a woman waiting an unreason- 
able length of time. A case of [Turn to page 192 | 
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the wind sent the snow stinging against my 

cheeks. For the first time in my life, I believe, 
1 knew what rea] fear meant. More than just danger 
awaited my little “gypsy” up at the camp if this snow 
kept on. It might even mean death! 

Men who work hard, sleep hard. I seemed to be the 
only soul awake in Crystaltown, as I strode through the 
snow, still lying soft and light, to the house of the Mill 
superintendent. I pounded up the porch steps making all 
the noise I could. But I had rung and knocked at the 
door for two or three minutes—that seemed like half an 
hour—before Sam Nichols, in nightshirt and trousers, let 
me and the wind, into the hall. 

Ten words between us were enough. Nichols rushed 
to the phone, and tried to get Tracy up at the camp. 


Wis: I emerged into the early morning darkness, 
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With a sob she sprang into 
my arms. “I knew you'd 
come!” she quavered. 


Flowers 
W ere 


Growing 


here 


Been 


The Final Chapter of the 
Story May I Come to You? 


Again and again he called, without receiving an answer. 
There was no further doubt of what had happened. 
Somewhere between jis and Hulbert, the wires were 
down. 

Things went quickly after that. 


EFORE you would have believed it possible, three 

great Shay engines were coupled together, with a 
tall snow-plough ahead. Their immense combined 
strength could push up the steep mountain grades, with 
five flat cars and caboose behind. 

Fuel and food for the train gang and ten volunteer 
helpers, including myself, were put on board, and a 
snow shovel apiece for us men. Though our journey up 
might be prolonged for days, according to the drifts, once 
we succeeded in bringing the train to the camp, we 
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would come down in a few hours, if nothing happened. 
Nothing was said by any of us about the chance ot 
our being caught in the snow, unable to escape ourselves 


But we all knew, of course, 


or save the camp dwellers. 
It was best not to think about 


that it was on the cards. 
it; that was all. 

It was still ‘snowing thickly when we started, and the 
wind was wild enough for a blizzard. A strong man 
was needed to ride on the plough ahead of the three 
engines. I was pretty tough, and my excitement was like 
a furnace inside me. I was so keen to reach Camp an! 


find the little girl I'd sent up there, that I felt the one 
place to satisfy my restlessness was a seat on that plough. 
There my job would he to watch the drifts ahead. look 
out for the telephone wires to see where they were down, 
and signal to the men in the leading engine. 


But there'd 


ob 


be time to think, 
and I wouldn’t be 
disturbed by the 
good-natured talk 
of those fellows 
back in the hot 
caboose. 

Most that 
day and_ night, 
and the next day 
and night, we 
struggled and 
stormed up the 
grades’ which, 
when free of 
snow. we should 
have made in a 
few hours. The 
men took turns at 
the engines, for 
the firemen were 
experienced driv- 
ers too. Some- 
times the plough 
stuck, and it 
seemed as if we 
could never push 


We were all very happy, and 

Gypsy’s face was a joy to all 

. so completely did she throw 
herself into the fun. 


all 


through the piled 
drifts. tut owe 
— would back and 
7, charge, back and 
Cs charge again, and 
at last win. The 


engines were kept 
crawling, but often 
it was a caterpillar crawl. 


N THE morning of the third 
day. we came in sight of the 
camp—just the roofs of the 
shacks showing above the snow 
But a cheer answered our whistle 
of engines, and we saw that the 
men had shoveled a path on the 
' side least exposed to the wind. They had 
climbed a big bank of snow piled up by their 
shovels, to see us push through the last drifts 
that separated them from rescue. With them 
were two women: Mrs. Tracy—and my little 
‘Rachie,” of course. When a yell of joyous welcome 
rang out, I recognized the clear tones of Gypsy soaring 
above the heavy voices of men. 

“Thank God!" I said to myself, “the little girl is all 
right 

It took some more lively shoveling on our part, com- 
bined with the campers’ work, before we could reach 
them. When we did, I forgot even to shake hands with 
Tracy. I went straight for my “Gypsy Sweetheart,” 
and with a sob she sprang into my arms. 

“I knew you'd come!" she quavered, with a few tears 
running down her face, but not because she'd turned 
coward. Rachel could never do that under any test, 
but just because her high-keyed nerves twanged a bit 
in the reaction after a long strain. 

“Of course I'd come!” | blustered, as if I weren't 

“feeling that reaction too. “Didn't I send vou up here 
for a rest? Isn't all you've suffered my fault?” 

“Indeed, I'm glad I came, and I haven't suffered!” 
she assured me, breathless to get the words out. “It's 
been a wonderful experience. I wouldn't have missed 
it for the world. now it’s over! Everyone's been so 
brave and splendid, saying it would soon be all right. It 
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was only at first I was just a little afraid. You can't 
think how weird it was! Before the sudden storm began, 
late that afternoon—it seems a month ago!—there fell 
the strangest stillness. You could hear it.” 

“T know,” I said. “I heard that kind of stillness at 
the front after the Armistice.” 

As the snow was still falling, more heavily that morning 
than the night before, we wanted to be on our way before 
the tracks would be covered with a new load of snow 


HAT a difference in time, going down! It was 

almost unbelievable. After those seemingly endless 
days and nights, toiling painfully up, hoping against 
hope, we were down in not quite twice the time the 
logging train took in normal weather. 

Our whistle told the news, and all Crystal- 
town was out to meet us. You would have 
thought we were a party of explorers back 
from the quest from the North Pole, after 
a season of being ice-bound. We were all! 
heroes, the lot of us, and Nora Tracy and 
Rachel Brown were queen and princess. 

Mrs. Myron, my landlady, begged the gir! 
to stay that night and share her room. Gypsy 
didn’t wish to, but hating as she did to hurt 
people’s feelings, she finally consented 
_ When she heard, however, that a dance 
was being got up in honor of the 
rescue, she was only too pleased at the 
prospect of a night in Crystaltown 
She and I had never had a dance 
together. 

We had one 
that evening, and 
not only one, but 
ali the dances 
there were, except 
three or four she 
gave to some of 
the other res- 
cuers. 

The great affair 

was at Molly 
Myron’s. The dimmg room was 
cleared, the linoleum waxed, and an 
orchestra volunteered by an ama- 
teur jazz band among the saw-mill 
men. It was the worst band in 
the world, but what did we care? 
Molly and her little servant, Gussie, 
frantically cut sandwiches and baked 
cake, Molly using the famous “rough 
side” of her tongue if anything 
went wrong. The only official 
drink was coffee, but before the 
evening ended there may have been 
others! 


LL of us were very happy, and 

Gypsy’s face was a joy to see, 
so completely did she throw herself 
into the spirit of the night. She 
was a great little dancer, light as 
the proverbial feather, and seemed 
to float in my arms. We paid each 
other a lot of compliments, and she 
proposed that we try some fancy 
steps to see what we could do to- 
gether ; but I vetoed that. I wouldn't 
let the girl make herself conspicuous 
with me, before the queer crowd 
assembled there. 


™ The next day Gypsy went ack to her apartment in 
eno. 

She invited me to dine with her that night 

That was a wonderful evening, the best we'd ever had, 
except that my divorce would be coming on in a few days 
—and after the business was settled there was nothing to 
keep mein Reno. Nothing except Gypsy’s presence there |! 


“He threatened to kill himself if 1 woulde’t—tove him . . . Oh, you can 


guess the rest. can’t you?” 
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After my days of anxiety for the girl marooned up in 
Camp Hulbert, | realized how much | was going to miss 
her out of my life, and how hard it would be to say 
good-by. All the same, what I knew | was bound to 
suffer in parting didn’t change my resolve to go as soon 
as | could. | was very fond of Gypsy, fonder than I 
had ever been of any girl up to that time. The tender- 
ness I felt for her, the gratitude | owed and gave her for 
her never failing sympathy, was far sweeter than any 
passion I had ever known. Though | had spoken to her 
of marriage the night of ofir row with Miss Woollen, | 
had heard her say decidedly that she didn’t want to 
marry me or anyone else. 

Many other girls might have said the same thing, 
expecting to be asked again. But Gypsy was different. 
She was unlike anybody I'd ever known, and I felt that 
she had meant every one of her words. Certainly if I'd 
had a wild passion for the girl, instead of deep affection, 
| wouldn't have taken that answer. I'd have swept her 
“no” away like a cobweb, and laughed at all her mys- 
terious reasons. 


UT there it was! The deep passion was lacking. | 
hated the thouglit of being without my little sweet- 
heart of the West, but the thought of being with her 
throughout life didn't fire me. The East was my “native 
heath,” and it called me. | would have to go; and 


“Haven't you a word to say to me, after all this time?’’ asked my wife . 


though | wanted to go, | would be sad because going 
meant good-by. to Gypsy. 

Perhaps the same thought was in her heart. But as if 
by common consent, neither of us referred to the subject 
that night. We talked of Gypsy’s adventures in camp, 
mine in getting there, and the dance at Crystaltown, 
when we seemed to have “found” each other mm a new 
way. 

Dear little Gypsy! 

| jumped on board the stage each evening after that 
for a few hours with her. And when I received word 


from my attorney, Mr. Hammerton, [Turn to page $8] 


. . Fanny was always the martyr! 


Another Story of Marriage and Success 


great milestone on the road to Success. And 
the wife is not at my elbow as I say it. 

I have lived according to every Hoyle of Success, and 
know the A to Z of it. I have followed in the footsteps 
of the great, worked my fingers till you could see the 
bone without an X-Ray, stuck like Major’s cement to 
one line of work, and have done everything else the wise 
ones tell. 

But it was all bunk. I could no more get a grip on 
Success than I could on a greased pole. It was only by 
accident that I stumbled on the real dope. That was 
when I met the woman known as Sue. One look into 
her eyes, and the dizzy world stopped spinning on its 
axis. I saw the writing on the wall, and lo! it was a 
marriage license. 

She, too, was strangely affected. She almost swooned 
away in a dead faint. I’m not much on looks, but even 
those who owe me monéy say that I have personality. 
Anyway, we wanted to get married. 

Now, it isn’t up to me to tell just how much income 
a couple should have to get properly married on. If I 
did, the Ladies Auxiliaries all over the country would 


R ee off, I wish to say that marriage is the first 


not have anything to discuss every Tuesday evening 
Anyhow, you can bow down to this: eighteen dollars a 
week is absolutely not enough for a civilized couple to 
live on till death do them part. But perhaps people who 
are madly in love are not civilized. 

Well, all I was earning was eighteen per, but we were 
married. We went through it nobly. The lady known 
as Sue lied, saying she did not much care to have a real 
diamond ring. And when the minister kissed the bride, 
I wasn’t mad a bit. “Let him have the pleasure,” I said 
to myself. “He won't get much in fee.” 

“No Little Red Riding Hood episode in m 
married life,” vociferously spoke the Lady Sue, “I 
shall hold on to my job until Hubby gets a nice, fat 
increase in salary.” 


NICE, fat chance for that. As for advancement, 
between three hundred and nine hundred clerks 
were ahead of me and waiting. If I succeeded in that 
place, it would have been only to the tune of several 
hundred funeral marches. 
Well, we both worked, ard saw our little, meagerly- 
furnished three-room apartment [Turn to page 82] 


Nothing But Provider 


Know 


Theo Was In Love With Tabs, 


But She Ran Away and Married - 


Someone Else. Now She 
Wants Tabs to Hear the True 
Story of That Strange Night. 


read this—and that person is “Tabs” Biddle. The 

Biddle is fictitious, but “Tabs” was my nickname 
for him, mine alone. If by lucky chance his eye should 
fall upon these pages, he will know who I am and just 
how it happened that I did what I did five years ago. 

And if any young girls should read this and profit by 
it, so much the better. For their sakes’ I will begin at 
the beginning and tell it all. 

I was born and raised in a small town in Pennsylvania. 
From the time I was fourteen I was Tab’s girl. He 
carried my books home from school and took me to all 
the high school dances. 

Tabs was the kind of boy approved of by mothers. 
He was steady, reliable, and a good student. He went 
through high school and entered college. 

It was when he was in his third year at college that 
I went to a house party at his fraternity for Junior week. 

I remember so vividly every detail of that first eve- 
ning. It was February and cold. I arrived about five 
in the afternoon, along with several other girls, all 


| SHOULD like just one person in all the world to 


Tabs was scowling out over the lake. 


strangers to me. We were met at the station by an 
enthusiastic bunch of boys, and escorted up the long hill 
to the frat house in a jolting bus. 

I could see that Tabs was proud of me and I thrilled 
to the look in his eyes. 

The real festivities did not begin till the next day. 
That first evening we spent in front of a roaring wood 
fire in the great, luxurious living room of the frat house. 

The chaperones, two jolly young married women, 
wives of professors, were anything but wet blankets to 
the fun. 

I was dancing with Tabs at the far end of the room, 
when a newcomer entered and was greeted hilariously. 
He was very good looking and obviously a great favorite. 
To my inquiry Tabs told.me that he was Howard Apple- 
by, a senior, and the wealthiest man in the fraternity. 

When he was presented to me I couldn't help wonder- 
ing whether he held every girl’s hand with quite the 
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I felt elated. So he was jealous—good old Tabs! 


lingering pressure he gave to mine, and if his eyes held 
for every one just that degree of admiration which 
brings a sense of exhilaration to a girl. 


HAT night when my roommate and [ were making 
ready for hed, | decided that I had not heen espe- 
cially singled out: My roommate was a taking brunette. 
“Oh, hoy!” she exclaimed. “Talk about your Greek 
gods!" She clasped her hands dramatically. “That 
man Appleby just made the shivers run up and down 
my hack! His eyes—and the way he looks at you!” 

It was his way with every girl. I thought, and dis- 
missed the matter. 

But the next morning | was obliged to change my 
mind. ‘There could be no doubt that whatever his mere 
manner was, he had singled me out for special attention. 

There was a skating party on the lake that morning, 
and he skated with no other girl. For two solid hours 


§ skated between Tabs and Howard Appleby and en- 
joved it hugely. What girl wouldn't! To have the best- 
looking man in the fraternity, and the wealthiest one as 
well, her devoted slave! (Once my skate strap came 
loose, and before Tabs could stoop, Howard Appleby 
was on his knees on the ice adjusting it. His quick 
hands seemed to caress my ankle. | felt my cheeks 
warm. I glanced at Tabs. He was biting one gloved 


' finger and scowling out over the lake. I felt elated. 


So he was jealous—good old Tabs! It amused 

me to make him more so. 
That night at the Junior play, Howard 
came to our box and somehow man- 

a aged to get a seat directly behind 
me. To Tabs’ annoyance, he 

talked constantly over my 

shoulder. I felt his breath 
upon my cheek, and once, 
when the lights went out 
for a moment, I felt his 
lips on my bare shoulder. 
| should have been furi- 
ous but I was only 
strangely excited. 

The next night was 
the Prom. It was of 
course the culminating 
event of Junior week. | 
had a stunning gown 
for it—pale green crépe 
with beads. As I dressed 
I had thoughts for no 
one except Howard. 
Tabs, who had invited 
me and to whom I was 
virtually engaged, never 
entered my mind. Would 
Howard think I looked 
well? That was all | 
cared about. 


ND yet all the time 

something deep 
down within me saw 
truly and whispered a 
warning. I think even 
then I really knew that 
I was merely dazzled 
momentarily by How- 
ard’s flattering attentions 
—the attentions of the 
wealthiest and most 
popular man in the fra- 
ternity. Tabs was such 
an old story. I was so 
sure of him that his jealousy only added zest to my flir- 
tation with Howard. 

That afternoon at a tea dance at one of the neighbor- 
ing fraternity houses, Howard had told me that he was 
not taking any girl to the Prom and that he expected to 
spend the evening cutting in on‘my dances. 

Tabs sulked during dinner. [ was both amused and 
tremendously pleased. (On the way over to the Armory 
he growled out, “Look here, you've got to cut this out!" 

“Cut what out?” I asked, pretending to be surprised. 

“You know what—carrying on with Appleby.” 

; I laughed. “Supposing I won't ‘cut it out’ as you call 

“Look here, Theo,” he said pleadingly, “you've got to 
stop. really. There’s nothing in it, you know.” 

“How do you mean—‘nothing in it'?” I asked. 

“Why, Appleby is just showing off as usual. He al- 
ways tries to see how crazy another fellow’s girl will 
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get about him. He's done it every Junior week since 
he was a Freshman. He brags about it.” 

“A nice way to talk about your fraternity brother!” 
I said coldly. ; 

“True all the same,” Tabs retorted, “and if you can't 
see through him, the more fool you! He's just trying 
to get my goat.” 

“He seems to have succeeded!” I said, furious. 

So I was a fool, was 1? Howard Appleby was devot- 
ing himself to me just to get Tab’s goat! And Tabs 
was so sure of me that he didn’t even take the trouble 
to be nice to me. It was only his pride that was hurt— 
the other man was cutting him out. Well, | would hurt 
his pride still more. At that moment I thought I hated 
Tabs. I'd show him if I was a fool, and above all I'd 
let him see he couldn't boss me. 

By this time we had reached the Armory. It was 
already a kaleidoscope of gay and _ glittering colors. 
At one end was a jazz band at the other a stringed 
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“Oh boy!” she exclaimed. 
oad “That man Appleby just 
made the shivers run up 
and down my back?’’ .. . 
* ; So that was his way with 
every girl, I thought. 


orchestra. The music would be continuous all evening. 
Excitement went to my head like wine. The recollec- 
tion of that evening is a golden haze to me now. 
Howard Appleby was not the only one to cut in on my 
dances. 1 was whirled from one to another so rapidly 
that it was no wonder I felt intoxicated. : 
One time when Howard cut in he whirled me off to 
the edge of the crowd antl whispered, “Let's get out of 
this—let’s run before anyone else tries to get you!” 
We dodged through the moving couples. 
“Get your wrap and let's beat it,” he 
added. 
How clear and cold the air felt when we 
got outside. There was no snow on the 
ground, but the pavement was like ice 
against the thin soles of my slippers. 
“I’ve got you now all to myself,” Howard 
said, grasping my arm and pulling me rapid- 
ly along. “Did you see Wentworth’s face 
as we skooted? He was just coming for 
you—and your poor old Tabs. as you cail 
him!” He laughed. 
“Tabs,” I said, “tells me 
you are rushing me just 
to get his goat.” 
Howard grasped 
my arm fiercely 
“He said that?” 
“He certainly 
did. And that 


a 


you liked to see how 
quickly the other fel- 
low’s girl would fall 
for you.” 
He drew me closer, 
and I detected for the 
first time an odor of 
whisky on his breath. 
should have 
warned me, but I was 
reckless — intoxicated, 
myself, with youth and 
the excitement of my 
triumphs. 
“T believe Tabs was 
right,” I said with a 
pout, and felt a deli- 
cious thrill of fear as he swept me into a burning em- 
brace and covered my face with kisses. 
“You do, do you! You do! Ill show you—and 
him !” 


H‘ HURRIED me along faster than ever. We had 
left the campus and were on a street lined with 
stores. It must have been after midnight, for the 
street was deserted. Howard, bare-headed, in evening 
clothes, and his overcoat flapping [Turn to page 107] 
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“Listen, Theo darling! You're going 
to marry me—tonight—in one hour. 
Do you hear?” 
? 
4 
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It as Really Only 


HE trouble in my married life began before 

I was married. When I fell in love with the 

daughter of my employer—and she fell in love 
with me—that seemed all that was necessary. But it 
wasn’t. Marjorie’s father didn’t like it a bit. 

In his effort to convince Marjorie that I wasn’t the 
man for her, he told her stories about my bachelor life 
absurdly untrue. Mr. Baxter made me out a regular 
Don Juan, a very devil among women. 

Up to a certain point women like men who have been 
a bit dangerous, and though Marjorie was shocked, it 
probably made her concentrate on me more than she 
would have otherwise. All women like to play the role 
of saviors, and Marjorie might have looked upon me as 
a brand to be saved from the burning. 

I was madly in love with her. Never had I wanted to 
hold a girl in my arms as I longed to hold her. 

Then one day she came into the office in the evening 
to call for her father. It was in the fall and her cheeks 
glowed with the sting of the cold wind; she was vibrant, 
full of life. As she passed me, the cool spirit of the 
out-of-doors she brought with her mingled with the 
delicate perfume she used. Her motor coat brushed 
against me—and then the door of her father’s office 
closed behind her. 

Lord, how I wanted to kiss her at that moment—and 
just then Mr. Baxter's pretty stenographer, who had 
stayed later than the others, and who had been watching 
me and seemed to understand my feelings, stood by my 
desk and smiled at me in the most tantalizing way. It 
was as if she said, “Wouldn't I do as well?” 

Refore I quite knew how it happened, I jumped from 
my chair, took her in my arms and kissed her. 

No, I did not kiss her. I kissed her lips, but they were 
Marjorie’s lips by proxy. The girl was still in my arms 
when Marjorie and her father came from his office. 


T WAS a catastrophe—an experience difficult to 
relate. I stood there looking silly and my knees 
seemed to give way from under me. The stenographer 
burst into tears and for some reason turned to Marjorie 
for consolation. 
“Oh, Miss Baxter, I can't imagine how Mr. ‘Rutledge 
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When Marjorie came through from her father’s 


ever did that. He has always acted like a gentleman, 
and I've never given him any reason to think I was 
that kind of girl.” 

“I can’t possibly see what Mr. Rutledge does concerns 
me,” Marjorie answered her coldly. “Come, Father.” 

“And that’s the man you thought you wanted to 
marry,” I heard Mr. Baxter say as they left the office. 

When they had gone the stenographer turned on me 
with, “Think you're smart, don’t you. Well, you’ve cost 
me my job and lost out yourself on marrying a rich girl. 
What did I ever do to make you think I wanted your old 
kisses ?” 

With her face all smeared with tears she didn’t look 
very kissable now, so I told her she needn’t worry about 
losing her job. As a matter of fact, I was sure it would 
make Mr. Baxter take more interest in her, despite his 
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office . . . the girl was still in my arms. 


moralizing about me. Inasmuch as she was not dis- 
charged, but soon got an increase in salary, | was right. 

As for me, I gathered my own belongings, left a note 
of resignation for Mr. Baxter to find in the morning, and 
left Cincinnati for Buffalo. 

But that was not the end of my affair with Marjorie. 
Naturally | thought it was, though it hurt me deeply. 
[ was more in love with her than ever, but like every 
man I tried to recover from one love affair by entering 
into another. - 

It was hardly a personal contact love affair; it was 
more of a flirtation by mail. I started a correspondence 
with a girl named Blanche, who had been one of my 
earlier flames. Writing to Blanche seemed to make 


things easier, and because she was far away I suppose 
{ did let mvself become sentimental. 


Yet I never led 


Sometimes it 18 a 
Dangerous Thing 
to Follow an Im- 
m pulse, But I Didn't 
Think of That—at 
Least Not Then! 


her to believe anything would come of it. 

Then I sent a post card to Marjorie. To 
my utter delight she wrote me a briet note 
acknowledging it. I wrote her a letter and 
she wrote me in return. Our letters became 
warmer and warmer, and now that | was 
established in Buffalo, making more money 
than I ever had and fully able to take care 
of a wife, I asked her to marry me. 

She consented and I was happy beyond 
words. 

We knew we would have to marry without 
her father’s consent, so 1 went. back to 
Cincinnati, met Marjorie, and inside of an 
hour we were married. 

Before leaving Buffalo, | wrote to Blanche 
that 1 was about to be married and that our 
correspondence must close. Then I forgot 
all about her. 

Marjorie and I had a glorious honey- 
moon. But more than once she playfully 
warned me that now I was married I would 
have to be good. For despite all I could do 
to dispel her idea about my past behavior. 
she still clung to the belief that I had been 
a wild one. 

“Oh, I know how men are before they are 
married,” she insisted. “They take whatever 
comes along. Just look at the free and 
easy way you kissed the stenographer in 
Papa's office. Why, the way you kissed that one girl 
showed that you must have done it before.” 

“Honest, Margie,” I insisted, “it was you I was 
kissing by proxy.” 

“That's all right,” she said. 
first hand.” So I kissed her. 


“But | want my kissing 


HE first day we returned to Buffalo I went to the 
office, and when I reached home that night, there in 
my mail box was a familiar lavender-tinted envelope— 
from Blanche. 
I opened it quickly in the lower hall and read it. 
“Dear Jim,” it began, “I don’t care if you are going to 
be married. That need have nothing to do with our 
beautiful friendship. Marriage need not spoil that, you 
know. © course I'll not stop writing to you——” 


A 
| 
he 


There was a lot more to the same effect, and it was 
signed, “Always affectionately your friend, Blanche.” 

Well, | nearly sank through the floor. | felt mighty 
lucky to have found the letter myself. Then noticing 
that my fingers were sticky, I discovered some wet 
mucilage on the envelope; | knew then that Marjorie 
had opened and read the letter. 

At dinner Marjorie tried to be pleasant and uncon- 
cerned, but it was plain that something weighed on her 
mind. So after dinner I drew Blanche’s letter from my 
pocket and tossed it over to her. 

She read it over as if she had never seen it before, 
and she waited a long while before speaking. 

Finally she said, “This is a fine thing for a young 
bride to find at the very beginning of her married life.” 

‘But Blanche was never more than a good friend,” I 
insisted. 

“How absurd!” she answered. “This letter shows 
that she must have expected to marry you herself. Per- 
haps it’s too bad you didn’t. She’s certainly welcome to 
you. | don’t want any other woman's leavings. First 
that bold-looking stenographer in Papa’s office and now 
this person who seems to have such a hold on you.” 

It took me all evening to get Marjorie in any sort of 
amiable mood, but there was no doubt of her passionate 


“Didn't you notice the way your whole office glared at me?’’ she cried. 


love for me, which was a greater influence for good than 
her shaken faith in me. 


TILL the idea seemed to be so firmly fixed in her 

mind that | was not only availing myself of oppor- 
tunities to be unfaithful to my marriage vows, but was 
even trying to make opportunities, that she became sus- 
picious of every thing I said or did. 

She began questioning me about the different people 
in my office, particularly the girls. Did they all have 
bobbed hair? Did they all wear skirts a foot or more 
from the ground? Did they roll their Stockings and 
show the dimples in their knees? Did they make their 
lips look like red scars ?—and things like that. 

As far as I could see, the girls in the office were the 
same as girls everywhere—just normal, average girls, 
some better looking than others; but none of them 
heauty-prize winners, and all of them fairly modest. 

They never worried me so long as they did their work, 
which was the thing that interested me—that and nothing 
else. 


I'll admit I was friendly towards them. It is natural 


for a man who works in an office to get on fairly familiar 
terms with the people who are associated with him. 
One failing I had, however, which might be called 


“They looked as if they hated and pitied me 


at the same time. And the girl who works for you—” 
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“You never thought a little 

match-box would give you away, 

did you? What a liar you are!”’ 

. . . Suddenly the life went out 

of me. Marjorie sent a mes- 

sage to her father, saying she 
was coming home. 


a virtue. Being a newly married man and very excited 
about my wife and deeply in love with her, I considered 
her the most beautiful and most wonderful thing to 
whom God gave the breath of life. Naturally, | wanted 
everyone to know how wonderful and beautiful she was, 
and I talked about her every chance I got. I talked 
about her so much that all the girls, particularly the one 
who took my dictation, were wild to see Marjorie. 

So when she came to the office one evening, everyone 
took a good look at her. All of this scrutiny was 
naturally meant to be most complimentary, but when 
we were having dinner in a rather gay restaurant, with 


a lively cabaret, Marjorie seemed on the verge of tears. 

“What on earth is the matter?” I asked her. 

“Didn't you notice the way your whole office force 
glared and smirked at me?” she cried. “They looked 
as if they hated and pitied me at the same time. And 
the girl who works for you—why, she looked after me 
as we left as if I were some sort of intruder; as if she 
had some hold on you and resented me.” 

“Why, my dear girl,” I protested, “you have just got 
it all wrong. Those girls did fairly devour you with their 
eyes. But they were admiring you and your clothes, 
your beauty and your style. You [Turn to page 84) 


¢ am 
D 


Our Favorite 


By CLARA BOW 


HE funniest story I 

ever heard was told 
to me by a director, who 
says he actually had the 
following experience 
when he came East last 
winter to make a picture. 


Director X became 
greatly interested in 
spiritualism and was 


seeking someone to at- 
tend a séance with him 
when he happened upon an old friend named Feldman. 
He consented to accompany the director, and they were 
no sooner seated when the famous medium asked Feld- 
man if he desired to talk to any departed spirits. 
Feldman confessed he would like to say a few words 
to his Uncle Pincus, who had recently died in Russia. 
In less than a minute he distinctly heard a voice call: 
“Herman, my dear nephew, do you hear me *” 
Feldman answered that he did. ° 
Then the voice continued: 
“| have only a few minutes to talk to you. 
any question you would like to ask me?” 
“Yes,” Feldman replied, “1 would like to know where 
in hell you learned English!” 


Is there 


By RAYMOND 
GRIFFITH 


N A motion picture studio 
out in California a director 
was getting ready to film a 
scene where a lion comes into 
a room and scares away a negro 
servant. Everything was ready 
and the director spoke to the 
negro, who was playing the part. i 4 
“This is the scene where you are 
frightened by the lion.” 

“Who is going to be fright- L™®. 
ened by what lion?” asked the negro. 

“You are, by that lion over there,” replied the director. 

“Oh, no, I’m not,” said the negro. 

“Now, don't be afraid,” said the director, “that lion 
is just as tame as can be. In ‘act, he was raised on a 
bottle.” 

“IT was raised on a bottle, too, but I eats meat now,” 
commented the negro as he eased out of the stucio. 

* * * 


* 
By RITA WEIMA 
HENEVER I am blue and want to think of some- 
thing particularly amusing, a favorite story of 
Charlie Chaplin's comes to mind. 
An American and an Englishman were discussing the 
sort of joke that appeals to the U. S. A. as opposed to 
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the sense of humor peculiar to Great Britain. The 
American said, “It’s not that we Americans think you 
Britons lack a sense of humor ; it’s merely that you don’t 
understand ours. For instance, I could tell you a story 
that we laugh at and it wouldn't get a smile out of you.” 
The Briton defied him to tell the story. Here it is: 

A man walking along 
the street stopped another 
going in the opposite 
direction. “I beg your 
pardon,” he asked, “but 
do you know the way to 
the Pennsylvania 
Station?” 

The other man said, 
“Yes,” and walked on. 
After he had reached the 
corner he turned and 
came back saying, “I beg 
your pardon. That was 
just my little joke. Do you want to yo to the Pennsyl- 
vania Station’” Wherewpon the first man said, “No,” 
and walked away. 

The American finished and waited. After a moment 
the Englishman said, “Well, | see the point of that. 
They were bally rude to each other. 

* * 


By H. M. WARNER 


HE traveling repertoire “troupe” had been having a 

bad season of one-night stands in the South and 
Southwest and the “ghost” had not walked for several 
weeks. 

The manager was just about at the end of his financial 
resources. He was just about to 
disband his weary actors one day 
when a telegram was brought to 
him behind the scenes. 

The message was from his ad- 
vance agent and brought the 
cheerful news that owing to a 
local celebration, the Opera House 
in Yazoo City, Mississippi, their 
next stand, was sold out for their 
opening performance and _ that 
prospects were good for a suc- 
cessful engagement. 

Late the next afternoon the 
tired actors crawled out of the 
dusty train, and the manager, 
cheerful at the prospects of the 
first full house he had seen in months, gazed upon the 
crimson colored hotizon, inhaled a deep breath and 
exclaimed : 

“Just look at that gorgeous sunset. 
this is God’s own country.” 

The station-master overheard the manager's raptures 
and replied: 

“Sunset, hell, that’s the Opera House burning down!” 


I tell you folks, 


Tell 
tory 


By JOHN 
ROBERTSON 


WO men were reading the 
front page of a daily news- 


paper. It was filled with a con- 
glomeration of murder, suicide, 
scandal, etcetera. 

One man, pointing to the 
paper, said: 

“Publicity makes strange bed- 
fellows.” 

The other man _ answered, 
saying : 


“Not exactly. I would say 
strange bedfellows make pub- 
licity.”” 


By NORMA 
SHEARER 


HAVE always thought the 

story about a_ successful 
politician and the dumb-bell 
wife amusing. He started at 
the bottom of the ladder and 
married a woman who was 
congenial to him in his youth, 
but as he advanced he found 
that he had outgrown her. 
However, she was a good sort 
and he appreciated her home- 
making accomplishments, so when she complained of 
feeling sick he invited her to accompany him to French 
Lick. 

On the train he was forced to introduce her to some 
of his friends. One of the men in the party, wishing 
to put her at her ease, said: 

“Going to French Lick for the week-end ?” 

“No, for stomach trouble,” was her astonishing reply. 


By CAROL DEMPSTER 


N AMUSING story to me is that of the negro 

woman, very prosperous in flesh, walking along 
the street in March with a large bundle of washing on 
her head. She took pride in her dignity, but as she 
walked along, slipped and fell on a sharp lump of ice, 
all her freshly laundered clothes falling into the slush. 
She recovered her bundle, walked up to the offending 
piece of ice and kicked it lustily, with no effect but upon 


her own foot. She stood 
looking angrily at the ice 
for a moment. Then 
starting down the street 
again, the laundry bundle 
on her head, she turned 
with one contemptuous 
look at the ice and said: 
“Yes, you'se proud 
now, but just remember 
Spring is gonna get you!” 


By BARBARA 
LA MARR 


HEN I was in 
Chicago, I called 
at one of the ex- 
changes to see an old 
friend of mine. I 
noticed a_ placard 
pasted on the wall: 
“Do not smoke here; 
remember the Chicago 
fire.” 
An enterprising youth had written helow, “De not spit 
here ; remember the Johnstown flood.” 


By LOUELLA 
PARSONS 


D WYNN can always get 
a laugh. out of me. | 
think the story he tells about 
the artist is as funny as any- 
thing I have heard in a long 
time. Two men called on an 
artist and asked him if he 
would paint pictures of an- 
cestors for them. The artist 
shook his head, saying: 
“Il am a painter of boats; I cannot paint ancestors.” 
“Oh. come, come,” said one of the men, “you can paint 
well enough to give us some ancestors.” 
“All right,” said the artist reluctantly, “but I warn 
you your ancestors will look like boats.” 


seemed to be lacking. I felt alone as | 
had never felt alone before. 

At last I fell asleep and dreamed of 
Gareth Garivel. 

The leading lady was jealous of my 
success. She was doubtless jealous of 
my progress with Gareth, as well. Since 
she was the wife of the all-powerful di- 
rector, she contrived to have my notice in- 
cluded in the contents of my envelope the 
next Saturday night. 

I was heartbroken. My notice meant 
that after two weeks I would be back in 
New, York, back on the discouraging round 
of the agencies. 

Gareth was indignant. 

“The cat! She knows that she’s only 
small-time when you walk on that stage. 
I've a good mind to force her down-stage 
with her back to the footlights in every 
scene I play with her this week. I'll break 
in on all her laughs. Have you made any 
plans, child ?” 

“No,” I told him desolately, but his anger 
over my dismissal warmed me. Two days 
later he came to my dressing room. 

“I'm handing in my notice, too.” 

“Because of me? Oh, Gareth, don't be 
foolish.” Nevertheless | was delighted. 

“This dump isn't getting me anywhere,” 
he said, “and business is slipping. I've 
wired to a friend of mine who's getting up 
a summer stock in New England. I'm a 
big draw in that territory and he wants 
me to be his leading man. I've fixed it for 
him to sign you as leading woman.” 

“As leading woman?” I gasped. “Gareth, 
I couldn't , i haven't had the experience !” 

“Bunk! You've the personality, the ap- 
pearance that means more than experience 
to a stock manager. And I'll be there to 
coach you. I'd rather play opposite you 
than Ferris.” 

I was happy, hopeful again, and some- 
how Gareth’s going also and his wanting 
me to go with him was the nicest part 
of all. 


WE TALKED of our plans in the 
Greek restaurant after the perform- 
ance and on the deserted street as he 
escorted me back to my lodgings. 

It was a wonderful night. Budding 
boughs trembled in the April moonlight 
and the white petals of newly blown tulip 
trees drifted like little birds across the 
sprouting lawns. 

Above us beamed a full moon, beautiful, 
virginal; Gareth looked up at it. 

We had reached the house where I 
lodged : how I regretted it. 

“Look!” He pointed boyishly towards 
the veranda over which the dead vines were 
feeling resurrection “Juliet’s balcony! 
Let's play the scene. The moon will be 
our spotlight, the trees our audience. You 
know the lines?” 

Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art 
thou, Romeo?” I answered, and ran gaily 
up the steps, leaned over the railing to- 
ward him. 

**Shall I hear more or shall I-speak at 
this?” His hat was off and the moonlight 
glinted on the curls that nestled against the 
.white forehead. His lips parted in expec- 
tant, adoration. 

“**Tis but thy name that is my enemy,” 
I ran through the speech. He ime ol ‘up 
his cue and we played the entire scene, 
eagerly, emotionally. The voice of the 
awakened landlady in a bedroom above 
filled in for the nurse. 

““Good night, good night,” I sighed at 
last. I was Juliet and he Romeo—there 
in the April moonlight. “ ‘Parting is such 
sweet sorrow that I shall say good night 


Here Is My Answer 


[Continued from page 55] 


till it be morrow.’” My breath stopped. 

He hesitated, did not begin the final 
soliloquy and I knew why he hesitated. | 
was glad, and encouraged him. He had 
climbed the railing at the proper cue and 
now | swayed towards him—just a little— 
so that my loosened hair brushed against 
his cheek. In an instant I was in his arms, 
not the arms of the play-actor but the arms 
of a lover. 

“Oh, my God, child!” he gasped through 
his kisses. “I love you, I love you 

‘You mustn't,” I ‘pleaded softly. 

“But I must, i can't help it. Your throat 
is like ivory, the finest ivory; I can't help 
kissing it. 

1 leaned cuddled up against him in glad 
surrender. We said nothing more, there 
was nothing more to be said that words 
could express as eloquently: as kisses. 

I did not go in Presently his arm 
locked about my shoulders, and we went 
down the moonlit street together, treading 
the drifted blossoms under impatient feet. 


ORNING did not make me ashamed 

of myself. What had happened had 
been something that had to happen and I 
had known all along that it would. Three 
years in the world of the theater broadens 
one, irons out one’s inhibitions. 

It was not merely an interlude; it was 
only a prelude of what was to follow. 

“We shall always love each other,” he 
told me confidently. “We shall help each 
other. I shall be a great actor and love 
will teach you how to be a great actress as 
nothing else can. 

Do you expect me to say that I knew re- 
gret later? That would be untrue. I never 
did. Nor do I regret now, although—— 

It is different for you women whom life 
permits to live comfortably at home, al- 
ways able to be with-your husband, to 
have houses, babies. For you to have done 
what | did might have been sin, but for 
me—to whom the road denied everything 
—for me an actress, doomed to loneliness, 
to partings, it was inevitable. 

Had I not seized happiness in the mo- 
ment that it was offered to me, I might 
have had nothing back upon. And 
it is good to look ba 

We were ideally i working, play- 
ing together. We had as good a home as 
small-town furnished apartments could be 
converted into. The companionship and the 
community of interest with Gareth were 
the best moments of my life. 

My work did improve. Love supplied 
a fire that had been lacking. I was suc- 
cessful as a leading woman, and news of 
me spread to New York. I was offered 
a production engagement which I refused, 
although Gareth urged me to take it. 

“You're better than I am,” he urged. “I 
won't stand in your way.” 

“You're tired of me already,” I pouted. 
His kisses on my lips were his denial. 

That winter we worked jointly in a tour- 
ing company of a Broadway success. We 
had already signed up for stock together 
the following summer. The future 
stretched out rose-colored. 

Gareth had written to his wife, telling 
her about me, begging her to divorce him. 
She did not answer, nor did she reply to a 
second registered letter. Her silence wor- 
ried Gareth. He said it was revenge. 

Looking at a picture of her which he 
still carried in his trunk, I could well be- 
lieve him. She was a striking woman 
with great locks of black hair massed 
loosely about her head, and her neck and 
shoulders were as perfect as if they had 
been carved by a sculptor But the mouth 
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and eyes were discontented, vindictive, even 
in the repose of the photograph. 

Yet what did she matter to me? If she 
had been different she might have kept 
Gareth. And he and I were so sublimely 
happy together ! 


UR company was playing a large town 

in the middle West. It was the open- 
ing performance and Gareth and I were 
playing our first scene. The business called 
for us to be seated at a table, our profiles 
towards the audience. 

All of a sudden I saw a strange look 
cross Gareth’s face; his mouth trembled 
and he failed to catch his cue. 

When the action permitted, | turned my 
head in the direction he had been looking 
and then nearly went up in the lines 
myself. 

In a stage box sat a woman in evening 
dress, with magnificent white shoulders 
and black hair—a woman with discon- 
tented, vindictive mouth and eyes. 

Her brow was furrowed with intense 
interest—not in the play but im the players 
—malignant, aggressive, challenging. 

Gareth and | had regained our compo- 
sure. Plays must go on under much more 
embarrassing situations, but as I spoke my 
lines, I kept dreading one moment—the 
moment of our big scene which we played 
down-stage within four feet of the stage 
box occupied by Jacqueline Garivel. 

The moment came. Gareth, his eyes 
averted from the box, sat in a chair, and 
I bent over him, hands on his shoulders. 
Jacqueline had bent forward too and her | 
eves were blazing at us through the golden 
dust curtain of the footlights. I could 
almost hear her breathing, could almost 
feel her searing, terrible hatred. 

Then I forgot the play completely and 
gasped aloud with terror. Jacqueline 
Garivel had raised a white arm and in her 
hand something glittered. 

A revolver? She was going to shoot 
Gareth. What she could not have, she 
would not let anyone else have! I 
screamed to the orchestra leader, to the 
ushers. Then I instinctively flung myseli 
across his knees, my body shielding his. 

I saw the lifted hand sweep forward, 
saw the glittering thing flash in the air 
and suddenly all the fires of hell seemed 
to be burning into my throat and shoulders. 


I writhed in agony. The _ curtain 
clashed down. 
HAT was ten years ago. We weren't 


important enough as performers for 
the papers to pay much. attention to the 
episode. 

Ten years ago—so, you see, I am. still 
young enough to be a leading lady, but 
the acid I left’ such hideous scars that I can 
no longer wear décolleté dresses. I am 
relegated to characters. 

Gareth? The Billboard said he was 
playing leading business in Seattle. © Or 
was it Denver? He was heartbroken, very 
tender to me. But my scarred body re- 
pelled him. I think he had been drawn 
to me as he had been drawn to Jacqueline 


—by my neck and shoulders. And the 
physical is so closely bound to the 
spiritual, is it not? 

Oh well, we probably would Have 


separated anyway. Show folks, though 
they swear loyalty, are always swept apart 
on the relentless tide of the road. 

It was a very lovely year to look back 
upon, and sometimes on moonlit nights 
I sit by my window and dream. 

If I ever play in “Romeo and Juliet” 
again, it will have to be as the Nurse. 


ailed to close 


uppose your eyelids 


when a cloud of dust blows toward you 


Dust in the eyes? How rarely does this un- 
welcome experience occur, for the protect- 
ing eyelids ‘‘quick as a wink’’ snap shut 
when trouble looms. 

Unhappily there is no such protection for 
the skin. And often its soft, natural fine- 
ness is sacrificed because the tiny, delicate 
pores are subject to the irritating effects of 
this same dust-laden air. 


Nature does her best. The little pore ducts 
night and day cast out foreign particles and 
preserve —— of the skin. Still, 
we must help. 

To be sure, we use our face creams faith- 
fully to cleanse and nourish. Most face 
creams have one common purpose — to 
soften and nourish the skin —but they leave 
the pores wide open, unprotected as before. 
Tired, overtaxed, the pores become weak in 
functioning. And then we wonder why 
they become enlarged. 


Some of us accept this condition as ‘‘just 
natural to my skin.”" But those of us who 
really care find ways to reduce and refine 
the pores to normal invisibility. 

Ice is one tested way. Its quick chill 
instantly contracts the pores and stimulates 
the circulation. But it is harsh to tender 
skins, and always more or less inconven- 
ient to use. 


Now there is a new and better way— 
with all the instant pore-contracting benefits 
of ice, and with none of its fussiness and 
trouble—a delightful, soothing, refreshing 
cream, that feelsand acts like ice on the skin. 
This new cream is called Princess Pat Ice 
Astringent. It does not take the place of 
your nourishing creams. It simply finishes 
the task that they have begun —closes to 
normal fineness the open, unprotected pores. 
While the nourishing cream still remains 
on the face, apply this delightfully icy and 
refreshing cream right over it. The sensa- 
tion is like a cool lake breeze—the effect, 
an immediate contraction of the pores. 


Princess Pat Ice Astringent does not enter /4 


the pores. Its smooth contracting action 
merely restores the refinement of texture 
to your skin; and its welcome ‘‘freezy”’ 
chill gently stirs the tiny blood vessels to 
renewed action, bringing a tide of fresh 
natural color. 
Powder adheres wonderfully— 
yet cannot clog the pores 

You will beentranced at the youthful beauty 
which Princess Pat Ice Astringent brings to 
your complexion. And you will be amazed 
at how wonderfully your powder adheres— 
without possibility of its entering and chok- 
ing the pores. 


rincess Pat 


PRINCESS PAT, Ltd., Chicago, U.S. A. 


How I put my complexion 


to bed 
by “‘The Princess" 


Night is nature’s opportunity to build 
youth into your complexion. First every 
pore must be thoroughly cleansed with a 
soft, solvent cleansing cream that removes 
all secretions, dust and grime. Manipu- 
late gently with upward and outward 
strokes of the finger tips and wipe off 
with a soft cloth. Now rejuvenate the oil 
cells of the skin with a soothing, nour- 
ishing cream. Manipulate very gently, and 
let sleep do the rest. I suggest Princess 
Pat Skin Cleanser and Princess Pat Cream 
for this night treatment. 


How I awaken my complexion 
in the morning 


Cool—not cold—water is per- 
e~\ missible. Dry the face. Now 
| again use your nourishing 
ream. Justa thin coating this 
2 > time, manipulating with the 

r= finger tips. Then while the 

A cream still remains, spre 

your ice astringent right over 
it. Now your pores are contracted—pro- 
tected. And when both creams are wiped 
away together you have the ideal base for 
your powder and Tint. 


How I Tint 


My way of applyingTint gives, 
I think, the nearest approach 
to nature. I use a dry rouge as 
its transparency lets the lumi- 
nous quality of the skin show 
through, and for waterproof, 
lasting effect, I apply 
powdering. Pat it on in the shape of 
a V with the point toward the nose, leav- 
ing a space in front of the ear clear of 
po. Ang lend softly. This is nature's own 
design. I recommend Princess Pat Eng- 
lish Tint as by far the most natural, but 
there is also Medium Rouge if you pre- 
fer it. 
How I Powder 


If you value the natural refine- 
ment of your skin— do not 
powder over open pores. Be 
sure the res are naturally 
contracted, Powder profusely 
over face and neck but take 
pains to blend softly to leave 
no chalky patches. All beauty 
specialists agree on almond as 
one of the most beneficial in- 
gredients for the skin. For this 
reason I use an almond base 
powder that is healing as wel! as 
beautifying. And it adheres wonderfully. 


Free— 
this demonstration package 


Containing a liberal amount of both Prin- 
cess Pat Ice Astringent and Princess Pat 
Cream. After several days’ trial on your 
own complexion, entirely without cost, 
let your mirror be your guide. 


Princess Pat, Ltd., Dept. 243 

2701-9 S. Wells Street, Chicago 
Please send Free Demonstration 

Package to 


Name 
Address 
State 


(Print Name and Address Piainly) 
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I Have Found Out 


How to Get Rid of. 


Superfluous Hair 
At Once 
Here’s the Secret 


I had become utterly discouraged with 
a heavy growth of hair on my face and 
lip. I tried every way to get rid of it 
all the depilatories I had heard of, 
electrolysis, even a razor. I tried every 
advertised remedy, but all were dis- 
appointments. 

I thought it was hopeless until there 
came to me the simple but truly wonder- 
ful method which has brought such 
great relief and joy to me and to other 
women that it really cannot be expressed 
in words. 

My face is now not only perfectly free 
from superfluous hair but is as smooth 
and soft as a baby’s, all by use of the 
simple method which I will gladly ex- 
plain to any woman who will write to 
me. 


This amazing method is different 
from anything you have ever used—not 
a powder, paste, wax or liquid, not a 
razor, not electricity. It will remove 
superfluous hair at once and will make 
the skin soft, smooth and beautifully 
attractive. Its use means an adorable 
appearance. And you face the bright- 
est light—the most brilliant electric 
lamps—even the glare of sunlight joy- 
ously. 

With this method, used according to 
the simple directions I will give you, 


that ugly growth to disfigure your face. 

So overjoyed was I with the results 
this method brought to me that I gave 
it my own name—Lanzette. 


Send for Free Book 


A book that tells just how this won- 
derful method gets rid of superfluous 
hair is free upon request. Don’t send 
a penny—just a letter or post card. 
Address Annette Lanzette, 68 W. Wash- 
ington St., Dept. 1204, Chicago, Illinois. 


| 


Nothing But a Provider 


[Continued from page 69] 


only late at night and early in the morn- 
ing. We ate all our meals in restaurants, 
and soon sickened at the very sight of a 
waiter. We were young, and very much 
in love, and good sports. Lady Sue was 
game. 

Months passed, and one day the delight- 
ful news came booming on the drums of 
my ears that a baby was coming. My 
face grew as long as a carrot. Now | 
was in for it. Responsibility, with firm 
but gentle fingers, gripped me fast. Sue 
stopped work, and | became the only con- 
tributor to the family exchequer. Funds 
were needed to prepare for the coming 
guest, and it was up to me. 

| searched the papers eagerly, hoping to 
find a better-paying job, but had no suc- 
cess. At last I saw an ad that called for 
several hours night work daily in an In- 
surance Company. I applied and was en- 
gaged. Sue objected, but it meant an 
added twelve dollars weekly, and I over- 
ruled her. 

In due course, our baby came. It’s my 
baby, and I’m fond of him. We called 
him Bobby. 

With my day and night work, we were 
getting along—that is, getting along, but 
always on the ragged edge of a precipice. 
We braved it through somehow, and never 
actually hit the rocks. 


UE and I held an important conference 

and decided that more money must 
come creeping into the house. Accord- 
ingly, the next night when I arrived at the 
Insurance Company to work, I tackled Mr. 
Gray, the office manager. 

“Mr. Gray,” I said, with a courage born 
of Bobby's outburst. “Is there an opening 
here in the office during the day? I could 
make good use of a good job, and would 
work to hold it down.” 

“It is against the rules here for an em- 
ployee to work both day and night. It 
interferes with the efficiency. 

“I know,” I replied; “but if it is a good 
job, I'll give up up night work.” 

‘All right,” Mr. Gray said. “I'll speak 
to Thompson. He's in charge here during 
the day. I'll say a good word for you. 

The next week, | began scratching 
ledgers with a pen all day for the Insur- 
ance Company, at a salary of thirty dol 
lars. Still not making enough to satisfy 


all our needs, I set about looking ior night 
work again. For two weeks I scanned the 
ads as if they were a map of a hidden 
gold mine; but nothing came of it. At 
last I thought of Archie, an old friend who 
was a feeder in a printing shop. 

“Look here, Archie,” I said. “I want 
to get rich quick, and need your help. 
Get your firm to give me samples and 
prices, and I'll drum up business for them 
on a commission basis, during my evenings 
and Saturday afternoons. 

So, working again during the day and 
the night, | managed to drag home enough 
coin every week to keep that hungry wolf 
from the welcome mat. 


TM passed; Bobby had grown to thg 
age where he asked me a dozen ques- 
tions daily, a dozen of which I had to 
run to the ome man next door to find 
an answer to. Catching the habit from 
him one night, Lady Sue took a hand 
asking questions too. 

“What are you,” she asked, “a provider, 
or a husband?” 
“I give up,” 
good at riddles. 

“Well, you're nothing but a provider for 
the home. You are not a complete hus- 
band. You bring the coin, but what about 
the companionship ?” 

So, here was another problem, and it had 
to be solved. If | quit running around 
during the evenings, the income would 
fall off considerably. How could I work 
decent hours, and still make a good salary ?- 
I called on Archie again. 

“Listen, King Arthur! Every week I 
corral about three hundred dollars in 
orders, from which I get a mere com- 
mission. I’ve done that for someone else 
long enough. Id like to make love to that 
three hundred myself. How about you and 
me going into the business, fifty-fifty all 
around? You be the inside man; I'll get 
the orders.” 

Archie sank into a sea of thought, from 
which he came up smiling. 

We made good. Being in the printing 
game, we made good impressions upon 
people as well as for people. And I 
must repeat now what I said at the be- 
ginning ; the flower of success mostly takes 
root in the soil of marriage and the con- 
ditions which it brings forth. 


I answered. “I never was 


Not Much 


of a Sport 


[Continued from page 28] 


It was Molly’s voice. 


>” 


telephone bell rang. 
“Anybody there, Miss Sayre? 
“No, Molly,” I said. 
“Say, Miss doe [ simply must talk 
to you. I'll die if I don’t. Can 1?” 
I said, “You certainly may, my dear.” 
“Miss Sayre, don’t ever let Allan know 
J never will—but Allan torgot to strap 
me in this afternoon! I didn’t know there 
was a strap. I never thought about a 
strap. I don't even remember seeing the 


‘ | old thing when we looked the plane over 
your trouble with superfluous hair is | 
over. You will never again appear with | 


“I'd made up my mind that I was going 
to surprise Allan and loop the loop. I'd 
already given the signal to Chick. I looked 
around to see what it was that kept me 
in and I felt that big belt hanging loose 
behind me. I tell you I was numb. Then 
I thought of Allan, poor Allan, who'd for- 
gotten the strap, and I began shaking my 
head and yelling, ‘No, no, no!” 

“Chick straightened the machine and I 
managed to pull off my gloves and clamp 
that strap. By that time we were down. 
I couldn't get the gloves on again; there 
wasn't time. Did you hear Allan scold- 

82 


ing me for not wearing them, while he was 
unfastening the belt?’ 

I sputtered something into the telephone, 
but Molly didn’t hear me. She went on: 

“All's well that ends well, so it’s all 
right. Allan’ll never know. He'd die 
if he knew, simply die. And Chick’'ll 
never know; he'll just think | lost my 
nerve.” 

“But I was going to loop the loop, Miss 
Sayre, I was. Only nobody can ever 
know. And—and Allan’ll think I wasn't 
much of a sport!” 

Molly’s voice choked a little, but she 
hurried on: 


“I'm glad you know, Miss Sayre. I just 
had to tell somebody. I Good-by, 
Miss Sayre. Here’s Allan.” 

And the receiver went up. 

Not much of a sport! H’m! I wish I 


cou'd tell Allan Trent a few things! But 
of course I can’t. When you're a real 
friend to a young married couple, you have 
to keep a lot of secrets. 


| / 


Visual Instruction— 
Taught For First Time 


yp - most progressive step in the teaching of beauty 
culture ever made was when Emily L loyd, the 
world’s greatest beauty authority introduced in every 
Marinello School her new, simplified way of teaching 
by visual instruction combined with the regular courses 
of theory and actual practice. This new easy way of 
teaching by illustrated films—projected on a screen en- 
ables you to see the actual operation. Each successive 
step of instruction in every branch, as well as your 
study of anatomy is made so plain, so easily under- 
stood that a neglected education is no handicap. 


. Earn Big Money 
ENROLL NOW 


Thousands of prosperous happy women began to earn 
double, treble their former wages, sometimes even 
more, immediately upon learning the fascinating Art of 
Beauty Culture as taught by Marinello, the largest 
Beauty Teaching Organization in the World. 


National School of Cosmeticians 


Learn in a Few Weeks 


There is always a demand for the services of qualified 
Marinello graduates. There are now over 6500 Marin- 
ello Shops in the U. S. Why should You not taste the 
sweets of Independence? Learn in a few weeks this 
wonderful Business of Happiness under Marinello’s 
foremost instructors. Complete course Facial and Scalp 
Treatment, Shampooing, Manicuring, Marcel, Water 
and Permanent Waving, Hairdressing, Electrolysis. 
Attractive surroundings, day and night classes. Easy 
terms. All Marinello graduates are qualified to pass 


state examinations. 
FREE 


During instruction all students receive Free Cos- 
metics, Lotions, etc. Write for catalogue and complete 
booklet to nearest school. No obligation. Small 
fee, payable on Easy Terms. Don’t put this off. 
Act Today. 


Shop Owners 


Manyshopownerscome 
regularly each year for 
private instruction in 
post graduate work. 
New ideas to meet 
changing fashions and 
conditions constantly 
created. You always 
find Marinello Schools 
leading in new ideas. 


Affiliated with 


808C Tower Court, Chicago 

808M LaSalle Ave., Minneapolis 
121 North Broad St., Philadelphia 
128 E. Sixth St., Cincinnati 


Scientific Creams 
for Home Use 


When you buy creams 
for home use—buy only 
Marinello scientific 
creams, the kind used 
in all of the best beauty 
shops. Cost no more— 
their merit is proven. 
Sold at any department 
store, drug store or 
beauty shop. 


\) 
Learn Beauty Culture 
ft 366N 5th Ave., New York City t 


In this new, pat- 
ented, non-spilling 
vanitie, you can 
now safely carry 
your favorite loose 
powder wherever 
you go. 


(if 


When it’s empty, refill 
it yourself in a few 
seconds with your 
favorite soft powder. 


Norida Vanitie comes filled 
with Fleur Sauvage (wild- 
flower) Poudre,in your favor- 
ite shade. Sold in all stores 
that carry beauty requisites. 
Price $1.50. 


If your dealer cannot sup- 
ply you, send $1.50 and 
we will mail a Norida 
Vanitie postpaid. State the 
shade of powder you prefer. 


Economical, Sanitary, 
Convenient ~ Simple to 
Operate No more 
cake powder necessary. 


| and youthful Miss Barber?” 


A Kiss By Proxy 


[Continued 


see, all they hear me talk about is you, 
and they were wild with curiosity.” 

“Oh, I can't get that horrible girl you 
kissed in Papa's office out of my mind 
l‘irst it was she, then this Blanche person 
who wrote you so desperately, now these girls 
—particularly that bold, littke bobbed-haired 
one who sits across from your desk. Every 
time she sat down she crossed her knees, 
trying to see just how much of her stock- 
ings she could show. 

“Of course, if you were like other men 
it would be different. They can stand 
seeing women around and not losing their 
heads. But you are not a real man yet. 

“That seems to me to be very unfair, 
Margie,” | said. “You have nothing on 
which to base such an accusation.” 

“IT haven't! I haven't!” she cried. “You 
can say that when | saw you, with my very 
own eyes, kissing a stenographer in my 
father’s office ?” 

‘Are you still holding that against me?” 
I asked. “I thought I had made it clear 


that it was you I wanted to kiss that. day.’ 


‘How can I ever forget that?” she 


demanded. 


HERE would be no point in my setting 

down the experiences of my married 
life if they seemed merely to point to the 
vexations of a jealous wife. Marjorie 
was not jealous in the ordinary acceptance 
of that term. Her love for me was deep 
and abiding. I was the one thing in the 
world she held dear. She was jealous of 
her pride more than she was of me, and 
this brought about a mental distortion of 
vision and of values which made her sus- 
picious of everything I did. 

Among my duties at the office was the 
entertainment of out-of-town customers, 
and occasionally these customers were wo- 
men. During the early days of our mar- 
riage | would go home and tell Marjorie 
that I had a customer to lunch, especially 
if it was a woman customer. 

She was especially keen to know about 
a Miss Barber of Toledo. She had seen 
Miss Barber's picture in a trade magazine 
and the caption referred to her as the 
beautiful and youthful buyer for Hark- 
heimer and Company of Toledo. As a 
matter of fact, the picture was one Miss 
Rarber had had taken at least fifteen years 
before, and even then she had been far 
from “young and beautiful.” 

Then came the business trip, which as 
salesmanager | had to make for the sake 
of business policy 

“Ho, ho! So you will see the beautiful 
my wife said. 

“1 certainly will not see the poor old 
girl,” I told her. “I couldn't see her if I 
wanted to, because she is away on her 
vacation.” 

So I started my trip, but when I got to 
Toledo and called on Harkheimer and 
Company, I found that Miss Barber had 
not only been on her vacation but had 
just returned. 


R some reason Miss Barber thought it 
Was up to her to entertain me, to show 
me that Toledo had something to offer in the 
way of excitement besides business meetings. 
Che younger Mr. Harkheimer also was of 
the same mind. The resilt was that des- 
pite my protests, I had to join a party 
that started in two automobiles about dusk 
for some place out in the country, where 
we could get a chicken dinner and plenty 
of home-made wine—and other things. Of 
course there were girls in the party—voung 
Mr. Harkheimer was of the age where a 
party wasn't a party unless there were 
some wild young things along. 


from page 77] 


I'll confess I don’t see how I could have 
backed out without having seemed a boor 

Some of these girls, after a cocktail and 
a glass of wine, simply let go. When one 
of the girls, who had attached herself te 
me, smeared her lips with some vivid red 
preparation and then tried to use my face 
to transplant it, | obtained my hat and 
quit the party cold. ; 

Of course, Marjorie heard 
because people wi// write letters. As I was 
anxious to jump into work as soon as { 
reached home, | had wired the office to 
send all the mail to my house. I planned 
to go over affairs at home on the Sunday 
I arrived and have a fresh start on Mon- 
day morning. 


about it, 


ARJORIE was particularly exuberant 

in her greeting when I reached home; 
so much so that I was a bit suspicious. 
She kissed me fervently, her eyes glowing. 
We sat down to a bit of supper she had 
prepared, and as she did not press me to 
tell about my trip, I volunteered. But I 
neglected all mention of Miss Barber and 
the Toledo party. When I finished, 
Marjorie inquired: 

“Your little friend in Toledo was on her 
vacation, was she?” 

“No,” I confessed, “Miss Barber got 
back when I| was there, but I saw her only 
in passing. I did my business there with 
young Mr. Harkheimer.” 

“But wasn’t it rather rude of you to run 
out on the party given by your little 
friend ?” 

Then came an explosion of tears and 
denunciations. Such a_ tongue lashing! 
Such names as I heard myself called! 

Marjorie got out the pile of mail that 
had been sent home from the office, and 
right on top, opened and stamped by the 
mail-receiving clerk, was a letter from 
Harkheimer and Company, and it was 
signed by Esther Barber. Not only signed 
by her, but closed with, “from your little 
friend.” 

Can you beat it! 

Then the letter itself! It was a gentle 
rebuke for my having walked out on the 
party and a hint that | had certainly missed 
something. 

“Well, what have you to say for your- 
self?” demanded Marjorie, so furious that 
she was dangerously calm, 

I explained fully just why I went on the 
party, and why I left. 

‘Now you can take my explanation or 
leave it,” I cried. “I don't blame you for 
being upset before, because it looked bad 
for me, but that’s all I can say now.” 

“Oh, Jimmy,” she cried. “I don't know 
what to think. I don’t know what to believe. 
I put so much faith in you and you seem 
to fail me so often. But, Jimmy, I love 
you—oh, if I could only be sure of you.” 

“Why not try to be sure?” I asked. 

“Because I can never forget that girl in 
Father's office. Oh, Jimmy, how could 
you have done that?” 

That one kiss, not desired by me and 
of no harm to anyone, had proved to be 
as fatal as cancer. It was quite plain that 
Marjorie would never live to overlook it, 
or live down the fear that I might prove 
unfaithful. 


FTER all, perhaps the real cause of all 
our troubles was Marjorie’s father. He 
had never become reconciled to our mar- 
riage, and he never ceased hoping that 
he would win Marjorie away from me. 
Cut off from her family and practically 
alone in a strange city, as she was, Mar- 
jorie’s lot was not an easy one. I will say 
[Continued on page 86] 
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Too 
Prince: “I 
have foundered in the 


of 


But Your Highness doesn’t 
even know 


who I am 

sighed the 
only know I 
waves 


true,” 


your hair 


Jacqueline 
Harwood 


mazing New Curling Cap 
Marcel Waves Any Hair 


How I danced with the Prince 
by Jacqueline Harwood 


When I first got to Paris, some months ago, 
I was the most excited girl you ever saw. How 
eagerly I anticipated the many delights of this 
capital of youth and gaiety—the hundreds of 
interesting places to visit; the inspiring monu- 
ments and marvelous cathedrals; the fascinat- 
ing shops, lovely mannequins, the races, the 
wonderful art galleries—to say nothing of the 
myriad receptions, balls and other court affairs 
to which I had entree through my friends 
among the inner circle of the American colony! 
During the next few weeks my life was one 
lovely dream, but there was one great dis- 
appointment in store for me. Frankly, I didn’t 
seem to meet with my usual success at these 
social affairs. 

Naturally I was mortified when I realized this, 
and I set about to find the reason. Finally in 
desperation | begged my trusted friend, May 
Norton, to tell me what was wrong. 

At first she hesitated. Then when she realized 
I was in earnest she tried to help me. 


“What feature do you think is most important 
to a girl’s beauty, Jacqueline?” she began 
tactfully. 

“I’m not sure if I know,” I replied. 

“Well, if you’li notice you'll see that all the real popular 
girls here have very thick hair and keep it beautifully 
marcelled. The men of France are very critical about a 
woman’s hair, and——-” 

She didn’t need to finish her sentence. That was where 
the trouble lay—my tousled, scraggly hair! How un- 
attractive it looked that moment, as I turned a troubled 
glance into the mirror! 


May tells her secret 


“I have had 
but 


“But what can I do,” I asked anxiously. 
marcels galore. My hair looks fine for a while, 
soon it’s straight and scraggly again.” 

“That's just the trouble,” May replied, “you've been 
having it marcelled too much. It has taken all the life 
out of your hair. You know, every operator does it 
differently and puts the waves in a different place 
That’s what makes your hair so unruly.” 

May hesitated a moment and then walked over to her 
dresser. Opening the lower drawer, she pulled out a 
queer little elastic contraption and a bottle of liquid. 
“I used to have the same trouble you're having,” she 
continued, “until I learned about this curling cap. I 
got it just before I left home—and since then I've never 
had any more trouble with my hair.” 


It took but a moment for her to explain how this sim- 
ple curling device worked, how it put in the waves 
without applying heat and, by always getting them 
in exactly the same place, trained the hair to stay 
marcelled. 
In a second May had a towel about my shoulders and 
was giving me an actual demonstration of her new 
discovery. I could hardly wait the fifteen minutes it 
took for the curling fluid to dry. Finally when May 
removed the cap and told me to look in the mirror, 
what a delightful surprise it was! Instead of the un- 
ruly, scraggly locks I was accustomed to seeing, there 
was the loveliest marcel I had ever had! 


On with the dance! 


The next night was to be held la Grande Bal Masque, 
which it was rumored Prince Dimitri was to attend in- 
cognito. Before dressing that evening, May let me 
try her curling cap again. This time my marcel was 
even more beautiful, so I went to the ball with pulse 
beating fast and hope running high. 

About midway of the evening I noticed a pair of burn- 
ing eyes focused on me. They belonged to a tall, grace- 
ful young man whose handsome face was only partly 
hidden by a tiny mask. His regal bearing told me here 
was the Prince. 

The rest seems like a dream to me. 

I remember being held in the strongest arms I’ve ever 
felt I remember floating through the most beautiful 
waltz I've heard. I remember a stroll through 
the conservatory, where a melodious voice murmured 
“sweet nothings” in my ear. I remember many other 
dances with the fascinating Prince—and hundreds of 
envious eyes that followed every step. 

I shall never forget that evening as long as I live. It 
was my night. Yes—thanks to May Norton and an 
ingenious American inventor—that was my night! 


* * 


ever 


may be sure I was never a “wall flower” after 
Immediately I ordered a curling outfit for my- 


You 
that. 


To put on the Curling Cap, After you have adjust- 
simply extend ed the Curling Cap 
headband with you can read or finish 
bring it over the dressing while the Curl - 
with the fingers or an orange ing Liquid is drying. 
stick, you puff out the hair It takes only 15 min- 
in little ‘“‘waves’’ and let utes—and then you 
them dry in this position. will have the loveliest 

(Patents Pending) marcel you ever saw! 
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self, and as I continued to use the remarkable Curling 
Liquid and Curling Cap my hair constantly became 
thicker, glossier and more wavy. I felt it would be no 
more than fair for me to write the inventor about my 
wonderful experience and thank him for what he had 
done for me. I felt that I would be doing a fine thing, 
too, for thousands of other girls who have the same 
trouble with their hair that I had. To them I cannot 
recommend this Curling Cap and Liquid too highly. 


Try it at our risk 


Thousands of girls and women will have Miss Har- 
wood to thank for this opportunity, for at her sugges- 
tion, we are going to give them a chance to convince 
themselves of the remarkable results they can get with 
McGowan’s Curling Cap and Curling Fluid, without 
risking a cent. Ninety-eight women out of a hundred 
who try this Curling Cap are most enthusiastic about 
it and can’t say enough in its favor. They are the best 
advertisements we could have, so naturally we are 
anxious to get the McGowan Curling Outfit into their 
hands as quickly as possible. 


Send no money—just mail the coupon 


You don’t have to risk one cent to try the McGowan 
Curling Outfit in your own home. Simply sign and 
mail the coupon. When the postman brings your 
outfit, just pay him $2.87, plus a few cents postage, 
and your marcel] worries are at an end. After you 
have tried this magic Curling Cap and Curling 
Fluid for 5 days, if you are not perfectly delighted 
with results—-if it doesn’t give you the most beautt 
ful marcel you ever had and improve your hair in 
every way——simply return the outfit and your money 
will be refunded without a single question 
If you are tired of wasting your time and money 
on expensive beauty parlor marcels; if you have 
trouble keeping your hair mareelled and looking its 
best; if you want the beauty that rich, glossy, curly 
will bring. take Miss Harwood’s advice and 
put it off another minute. Sign the coupon 
and mail it right away. Remember, you do 
not risk a single penny. 


: The McGowan Laboratories 

1 710 W. Jackson Blvd., Dept. 23, Chicago 

1 Dear Mr. McGowan: Please send me your hair 
{ curling outfit, which includes your newly invented 
1 Curling Cap, and a bottle of Curling Liquid. I 
1 agree to deposit $2.87 (plus postage) with the post- 
1 man upon its delivery If I am not satisfied with 
{ results in every way I will return outfit to you 
{ within five days and you are to refund my money. 


Address 
Note: 
calls, 


enclose $3 with your order and the McGowan 


If you expect to be out the 
Curling Outfit will be sent postpaid. ! 


ad. 
\\ 
; 4 . 
pa’ 
by, 
| 
! 
! 
! 
! 


[Continued from tage 84] 

this for her father; he never tried an 
underhand method to get her to leave me. 
He simply told her that he knew that in 
the course of time he would have his 
daughter back. 

lor a long time I had feared this would 
be true. Hut after the talk following mv 
trip to Toledo, Marjorie did seem to calm 
down, perhaps to make the best of what 
she felt had been a bad bargain. 

Then came a thing so ludicrous that | 
would hesitate to set it down here if the 
outcome were not so tragic. 

The following spring, I went on an over- 
night fishing trip with one of my friends 
at the office. As I was not much of a 
fisherman myself, [ had no equipment o‘ 
my own in the way of clothing and tackle. 
My friend said he would outfit me com- 
pletely with both. So when I kissed Mar- 
jorie good-by, | was dressed in my every- 
day office suit. When I returned home, | 
naturally had on the same suit, having 
changed both times at my friend’s house. 


HE evening of my return, Marjorie 

asked me for a match to light her 
cigarette. I gave her a package of those 
little paper matches that are passed out 
at any cigar store. 

Marjorie lighted her cigarette—then 
suddenly cried out in horror. Thinking she 
had burned her fingers in some way, | 
rushed to her. 

But she shoved me aside and sat looking 
| hysterically at the little package of matches. 
I looked at it too, but to me there was 
nothing wrong about it. 

‘Look at it! Look at it!” she demanded. 
“You went fishing, did you? What a liar 
you are! And you thought you could get 
away with it, fool me! You never thought 
a little match-box would give you away, 
did you? Oh, you vile creature !” 

“Why, Marjorie, I don’t understand what 
you are driving at. Of course I went 
fishing. What has that package of matches 
got to do with it?” 

“Yes, you went fishing! Yes, you did 
—not. This package of matches proves 
you went to Rochester—and you had n» 
man along for company, either.” 

I took the package from her trembling 
fingers and on the back cover of the pack- 
age was a colored reproduction of the 
Hotel Iroquois of Rochester. 

On that evidence | was believed guilty! 

At first I went limp; then I just had 
to laugh. It was so incongruous. 

“Because I have a match-box with the 
picture of a Rochester hotel, you assume 
I must have got it in Rochester?” I said. 

“Why deny it?” she answered. 

“But, sweetheart, don’t you know that 
those boxes are made by the millions an! 


distributed to all cigar stores >” 
For Bobbed Hair = UDDENLY the life went out of me 
¢ I knew that I could not argue fur 
suspicion and distrust. 
, OR the first time the bobbed “ I heard Marjorie call the Western Union 
s haired girl can sleep with real a on the telephone and send a cng to at 
comfort—and with the assurance father saying she was Comer rome. 
oe . . . : os couple of hours later she passed out of our 
—_ of a curl in the Pa rivalling bs house—perhaps out of my life forever 
ae her naturally curly headed sister's. {as And since then my life has been an empty 
= Mail 25c¢ and ff 2 Packages K. K. Wavers, 6 to package = Do you, who read this, condemn her? 
ate we will send 1 Package K. K. Krimpers, 6 to package as [ wonder if you think she was a foolish 
" JOU 2 « « (For short hair at back of head = woman, acting hastily. Please don’t! 
= - I was inclined to feel that way myself, 
a Can't = but there is a lot to be said for Marjorie— 
Harm high-minded, pure, sincere in the belief 
= I Hair [> that I had done many great wrongs be- 
oe = cause she had witnessed me in the act of 
KURLEY KEW, Inc. + 33 W. 60th St., New York City — committing a little wrong. 
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© What a whale of a difference 
just a few cents make | 


The upper arm is another 
danger spot where fat is 
liable to gather. Take it 
off easily and quickly with 


No silhouette can be slim, 
a Savage Roller Reducer. 


boyish, attractive, with a 
roll of fat across the abdo- 
men. It comes off easily 
with a Savage Roller 
Reducer. 


Heavy thighs destroy 
beauty of figure. A 
few minutes every 
morning with a Savage 
Roller Reducer will 
mean a difference of 
inches. 


Fat, ungraceful ankles 
are things of the past 
now. 


I Can Reduce Now 
Without Drugs, Exercise or Diet 


“No, of course I’m not fat . . . except in spots. And diet . . . it’s all unnecessary now. This Savage Roller 
now that I have found out how easily and quickly my Reducer is not new—it’s been in use in exclusive sani- 
Savage Roller Reducer can take off fat just where I want to, tariums for years, but now for the first time, it is available 
I'll never be ashamed of any part of my figure again.” for everyone at a very small cost. 
* * * Use the coupon below . . . start reducing safely, easily 
and where you want to—right away. . 


The Savage Roller Reducer is the sure way, the scien- 


tific way, the harmless way to reduce. It is non-elastic The Savage Roller 


Reducer is easily 


the balls mounted on sturdy wires between the long handled, strong 
side strips revolve and massage the fatty tissues . . and durable. 
breaking them up so that they are assimilated by the Nothing to break 
blood stream and carried away naturally. It is easy to or get out of 
order. At £6.85 it’s 
use it anywhere—on hips, ankles, arms, thighs. It is a real bargain. 
safe . . . in fact its use is mighty healthful. 


SAVAGE ROLLER-REDUCING CO, 
253 MADISON AVENUE 
NEW YORK, N. Y. 


Send me one Savage Roller Reducer. I 
will pay the postman $6.85 when it ar- 
rives. It is understood that if for any 
reason I am dissatisfied with it, I can 
send it back within 1to days and my 
money will be returned without question. 


Don’t delay any longer . . . don’t experiment with 
dangerous drugs. Stop putting yourself on a starvation 


Savage Roller Reducer |*= 
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Girl of 13 
Makes 


@ *75°aWeek! 


Alice Higgie, a 13-year old Chicago girl, made 
$75.00 a week in vaudeville last summer. Her mu- 
sicalact isconstantly in demand for clubs, lodges, 
hotels, radio studios and private entertainments. 
For a 15 minute act she receives $15.00- a dollar 
¢ minute! Read what she says—’ Piaying a mu- 
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New Offer 


Learning t to Play Made Easy 


We now furnish free with every Wur- 
Fre litzer instrument a Special Scholar- 
ship in a nationally famous schoo! of 
music. This school has taught thou- 
sands to play by a special home study method. Many 
of its graduates are successful professional musicians. 
Whether you want to play for pleasure or for profit, 
choose your favorite instrument and send for this New 
Offer now! Use the coupon below 
Free Trial in your own home =, any Wurlitzer instru- 
ment. Easy payments if desired 


snd Boo 


1! po cit and describes every known 
musical instrument—more than 3000 
articles, many of them shown in full 
wWicolors. All genuine Warlitzer instru- 
ments—buy direct from Wurlitzer and 
save money. Special offers on 
complete outfits. 
We also give you our 
Free Trial, Easy Pay- 
ment oe and special 
cholarship Of- 
No obligation. 


Send Coupon Today 

\ 


@)\, Send this Coupon ff 


| The Rudolph Wurlitzer Co., Dept. 1913 
117E.4thSt. +329 S. Wabash Ave. Chicago 
120W.42ndSt.New York 250 StocktooSt. SavFrancisce 
|| Send me your Bree Beck on tnstremente Also 
ig ree Trial Easv Payment plan and specia! Free 
Sebotarship Offer No obligation. 


Copyright 18 1985, “The Rudolph | Wurlitser co. 
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that my case was ready to come on, I 
chucked my job at Crystaltown to board at 
a cheap, decent place in Reno recommended 
by Molly Myron. This was because | would 
have to be present in court, and wouldn't be 
able to work. A few days ought to see the 
thing through, I'd been told. 1 had saved 
enough money beyond the lawyer's fees, 
to get me back to New York, and there | 
would land on my feet, | was sure. Gypsy 
knew what was on the cards, and though 
our parting was at hand, she proposed to 
give me a congratulation dinner on the 
night | got my decree. 

\ly case was called, and I was just say- 
ing to myself, “Well, old top, you’ve come 
to the end of the long lane, and soon you'll 
be out of it,” when I received word that 
anny was contesting the case. 

Mr. Hammerton was inclined to upbraid 
me for assuring him that there would be 
no defense, but God knew I'd thought | 
was telling the truth! 

Fanny's lawyer got delay after delay 
on one excuse after another. Hammerton 
warned me that | might as well resign 
myself to several more months in the 
neighborhood of Reno. Of course, I had 
to go back to work again, and I got my 
old job with Mr. Hulbert. 


LTHOUGH I had to go back to 

Crystaltown and work, there was my 
Gypsy sweetheart to look forward to in 
the evening, and all the consolation she 
could give for every new disappointment 
that cropped up. I wouldn't have missed 
the Reno stage those evenings, anymore 
than I'd have thrown over a chance of 
Paradise! 

At last came the day when Hammerton 
gave me July as the limit, and | had to 
decide whether I'd stay down below as a 
millhand at sixty cents an hour and my 
evenings with Gypsy, or go up to Camp 
Hulbert as a surveyor with three times the 
money and no comitorting little friend. 

“It'll be damnable!” I told Gypsy. We 
were dining at her little apartment. “I 
don't know how I'li get along without you. 

| must have money somehow or other. 
nd lon’t see how else to get it.” 

“Camp will begin to be wonderful in 
| March,” she said thoughtfully. 

“It won't be wonderful for me without 
| you,” I grumbled. 
| “Oh, but it won't be without me!” 


“What do you mean? 

Gypsy laughed an enchanting laugh. I 
never heard any woe laugh that was 
lhalf so sweet as Gypsy’s. here was 
|something elfin in hers, something that re- 
minded me of woods and ferns, and little 
sparkling brooks. 
| “Why!” she asked. “Did you think I'd 
let you endure that dismal life alone, with 
no friends you could talk to, and only 
that disgusting old mess-house to eat in, 
day after day—all down on your luck and 
low in your mind, the way you are? Not 
on your life!” 

“But, dear little angel, what can you do 
about it?” I rapped out bluntly. 

“I'm going up to camp too. As soon as 
it opens.” 

| stared. 


UDDENLY Gypsy blushed. “Oh, I’m 

not going to throw myself on you, 
Jerry, and be a clinging vine,” she tried 
to laugh again, but nervously this time. 
‘I've arranged the whole business. I went 
to Mr. Hulbert two weeks ago, when things 
were rather bad with you, and told him | 
was tired of my work in Reno. I asked 
|him if I could be store-keeper at Camp 
| Hulbert next spring for awhile, and see 
thow I got along. I knew they had a 
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woman once, and she did pretty well. Why 
shouldn't |?” 

| took the girl in my arms and held her 
I didn't kiss her then. I didn't feel like 
it, unless | kissed her hands, for she 
seemed almost sacred in her self-sacrilice. 

Gypsy,” I said, when it was easier to 
speak, “no man or woman has ever been 
as good to me as you are. | don’t under- 
stand it. I’m not worthy. of it. You 
mustn't do this thing.” 

“But I want to do it!” she persisted, pre- 
tending to be pert, in order to bring me 
down a peg trom the earnestness that 
maybe she thought dangerous for us both. 
“You're my best pal! 1 want to be with 
you as long as I can, and—and be as much 
to you as | can.” 

“You can be with me always, if you 
will, and be everything to me,” I told her. 
“You know that very well.” 

She shook her head, though she was still 
in my arms, and her soft short hair 
brushed my chin. 

“That's it!” she almost whispered. “I 
can’t be everything to you: not enough for 
marrying. And nothing on earth could 
make me marry you, anyway.” 

“You love me enough to sacrifice your 
pretty little home here, and a good salary, 
to isolate yourself thirty miles up in the 
mountains and live in a shack, yet you 
don’t love me enough to marry me,” I re- 
proached her. And I do think I spoke 
whole-heartedly for once. My whole soul 
was overflowing with gratitude to the girl, 
almost reverence. 

“I love you too much to marry you,” she 
said, as she had said before. “I don’t want 
to talk about that, please. It hurts. But 
for the rest, I love you just enough! Yes, 
just enough for everything else in the 
world.” 


HERE was a moment of hushed si 

lence between us. Then I said softly 
“You're so kind, you'd give me every- 
thing if I'd take it. I'd be a damned 
villian if I did, and I’m afraid if we both 
spent months up there among the trees, 
without a congenial soul near except each 
other, I—I might—my God, it doesn’t bear 
thinking of, my little innocent girl!” 

“Hush!” Gypsy murmured. “Now you've 
told me that, I have to tell you something. 
If you let me make you forget your 
troubles sometimes with my love—you 
wouldn't be hurting an innocent girl. I 
wouldn't have needed to confess this about 
myself, if you hadn't been afraid—to take 
advantage. But you see, Jerry darling, 
I'm not what they call ‘innocent.’ 

“Don't!” I broke out. “Don’t say such 
a thing. You're lying. You're throwing 
yourself in the dust like a broken lily for 
my sake.” 

“No, Jerry, I’m not,” she went on, lean- 
ing her face against mine once more, 
though in my revulsion against her words 
I had pushed her away. “But I don’t feel 
I'm really in the dust, unless you think 
so. I’ve struggled out again and got back 
some of my self-respect. Oh, I've got to 
go on with this story now. But what if 
I make you hate me?” 

She clung to me, her hands on my 
shoulders. She was shaking all over. 

“Nothing could make me hate you,” | 
told her. “Only, don’t slander yourself. 
I won't hear it.” 

“Listen,” she went on, in a very small 
voice like a child’s. “Just about a year 
before I met you I thought I fell in love— 
with an actor in moving pictures—one of 
the stars. I won't tell you his name, so 
you needn't try to make me. He was in 
Sacramento, doing a picture there. 

“It seemed awfully romantic and inter- 
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Aspirin 


Beware of Imitations! 


esting. 
happen to me before. 
really in love, but 
because !’d never been 
anyone. 

“By and by he was going away, 
Hollywood, and he begged me to come to 


I know now I wasn’t 


a bit thrilled by 


week after week, but none came. 
seemed to break my heart, when I’d given 
him all I had to give, rather than he 
should shoot himself 
have me to remember. 
been actig—he didn’t really care! 


To think it had all 
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Unless you see the “Bayer Cross” on 
package or on tablets you are not get- | 
ting the genuine Bayer Aspirin proved 
safe by millions and prescribed by 
physicians over twenty-three years for 


Colds Headache 
Toothache Lumbago 
Neuritis Rheumatism 
Neuralgia Pain, Pain 
Accept “Bayer Tablets of Aspirin” 
only. Each unbroken package contains 
proven directions. Handy boxes of 
twelve tablets cost few cents. Drug- 


gists also sell bottles of 24 and 100. 
Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Man- | 
ufacture of Monoaceticacidester of Sali- 
eylicacid, 
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tely vanishes. ike ob 
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KAY LABORATORIES, Dept, €-961 
Salle St., Chicago. Winois 


GET this watch 
absolutely FREE 
Gold Filled, Full Jeweled. Send 


your name for Free plan also Free premium book. 
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REPUBLIC —" co. 


25 W. Broadway. New Yor Dept. 


Experienced car owners know that good standard make 
tires slightly used will give better service than any 
cheap brand of new tire. We secure standard make tires 
such as Goodyear, Goodrich, Firestone, Mason, Fisk 
and other brands which have been returned and treat 
them with our secret process. 


Lowest Price List 
Thousands of | 
Satisfied Customers] .$2.75 $1.15 
Our tires are in use all over] 30x3 %.. 2.95 1. | 
the country including Chi-J32x3%.. 3.26 1.35 
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good mileage and get it—and] 33x4.... 4.00 1.75 
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BUY WITH SAFETY) 33.1 500 2:26 
any tire fail to give 6.00 2.40 
tor rv rep e it 
tul are new and guaranteed. Sim- 
ly send $1 for each tire ordered. § 35X5... 5.75 2.70 
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ull amount with order deduct 5 pe 
cent. mn Now. All orders filled me. day as received. This is not 
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EAGLE TIRE Paae RUBRER CO. 
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| burning on her table. 


|}and Nora; 


| Stay 


O FAR, Id listened in silence, shocked 
for the girl, sick at heart because of 
the revelation, the desecrations, the purity 


| I'd loved. But when she broke into sob- 
bing it was more than I could stand 
| passively. 

“The cad! The damned beast!” I burst 
out. “Tell me his name and I'll choke 
the life out of him if he’s at the other 


end of the world.” 

“No, no, I'd sooner ‘die than tell you. 
I see now he’s not worth killing. I’ve 
seen that for a long time, but I didn’t see 


}anything then except that I was ashamed 
|and unhappy—oh, miserably unhappy.” 


She was torn with sobbing. I held her 
close, and over her head bowed down on 
my breast I saw the four blue candles 
There seemed some- 
fatal about them, as if they were 
watching, and meant to give us just so 
bay time, no more, for a great decision. 

“My Gypsy girl, my little Gypsy girl!” I 
heard myself mourn over her. But I knew 
that never again could my little Gypsy 
| sweetheart be for me the untouched flower 
she had been. 

“Do you love me any less?” she asked, 
when my words and my arms round her 
had soothed the tearing ‘sobs. 

o, not a bit less,” I answered, and 
spoke the truth. It would have been cruel 
to tell all the truth and say I loved her 
differently. “You and I will be married, 


thing 


forget!” 


“No!” she said, and raising her head 
suddenly, I saw how unconsciously she set 
her square little jaws. “No, we're not 


meant to be married. But you are my life. 
Let me live, Jerry! Let me help you to 
live, now you're in trouble. I'd rather do 
that than anything in the world, and have 


it to remember when we've parted. The 
time will come before very long. And it 
will be the end of love for me. Yet I 


won't regret meeting you and caring, and 
suffering This—and the memories—will 


| pay for all the pain.’ 


The blue candles burned slowly down. 


| When their wicks had fallen and drowned 


in their own wax, a round white moon 
gazed at us between the curtains Gypsy 
had not closed. 


[THE middle of March, the weather 


as so mild and the snow had so 
nearly gone that camp could open. 
We all moved up together: Joe Tracy 


the old outfit, or as many mem- 
bers as had waited below, and a new lot 
engaged through an agency at Reno, to 
fill the gaps. 

As surveyor, I had the right to quite 
a superior shack, next best to that of the 
camp I wanted Rachel to take it, 
for her official quarters behind the roughly 
built store weren't too good and she had 
refused an invitation from the Tracys to 
in their house. I knew why she 
didn't wish to be with them. She wanted | 


SS. 


It just | 


I'd never had anything exciting | 


it felt like love then, | 


back to 


him for an important talk to a little flat | 


he lived in. I went, and—he confided to | 
me that he was married. He threatened | 
o kill himself if I wouldn't—love him 
the way he wanted to be loved. Oh, you 
can guess the rest, can’t you? He left | 
Sacramento next day, and he never even | 
wrote to me. I kept expecting a letter, 


because he couldn't | 
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“T was so proud 
of you tonight” 


“Everyone was talking about you— 
how pretty, how young you looked. 
I don’t think they ever dreamed that 
you made that wonderful dress 
yourself.” 


You, too, can know the 
happiness of pretty clothes 


RicsT at home, in spare time, through 
the Woman's Institute, you can learn 
how to make all your own clothes and hats 
for a third of what you now pay in the 
shops. 

Through this new easy method, you learn 
how to actually design and make charming, 
stylish clothes of every type for yourself or 
others—how to really develop individuality 
in costume—how to copy and adapt styles 
you see in the shop windows, on the street 
or in the fashion magazines—how to add 
those expert little touches that mark the 
difference between ordinary clothes and 
those that are distinctively becoming. 

And the instruction is individual. The 
lessons are especially arranged for you. 
Friendly, skilled instructors help you with 
your particular problems. In just a few 
hours after you receive your first lesson you 
can make something pretty to wear. 

The instruction is so complete that you 
can start sewing for others if you desire 
and have an independent income. Many 
Woman's Institute students are earning $20 
to $40 a week right at home, or in profitable 
little Dressmaking, Millinery, Lingerie and 
Children’s Specialty Shops of their own. 


Write for 32-page Free Booklet 


The Woman’s Institute is ready to help 
you, no matter where you live or what your 
circumstances or your needs. And it costs 
you absolutely nothing to find out what it 
can do for you. Just send a letter, post-card 
or the convenient coupon below to the 
Woman’s Institute, Dept. 6-Q, Scranton, 
Pa., and you will receive, without obliga- 
tion, the full story of this great school that 
is bringing to women and girls all over the 
world, the happiness of dainty, becoming 
clothes and hats, savings almost too good to 
be true, and the joy of being independent in 
a successful business. 


WOMAN’S INSTITUTE 

Dept. 6-Q, Scranton, Penna. 
Please send me, without cost or obligation, a copy 
of your 32-page booklet, which tells how I can have 
more and prettier clothes at a half or a third of 


the usual cost and earn money besides. I am most 
interested in learning 
Home Dressmaking Millinery 
Professional Dressmaking (C Cooking 
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SULPHUR CHeals 
Skin Eruptions, 


will soothe and heal 
skin that is irritated or broken 


Mentho-Sulphur, 
cream, 


out with eczema ; thatis cover- 
ed with ugly rash or pimples, 
or is rough or dry. Nothing 
subdues fiery skin erruptions 
so quickly, says a noted skin 
specialist 
The moment this sulphur pre- 
paration is applied the itching 
stops and after two or three 
applications, the eczema is 
gone and the skin is delight- 
fully clear and smooth. Sul 
phur is so precious as a skin 
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to be “on her own,” where she could give 
me the nice little meals it was play for 
her to cook, and where we could have long 
evenings of talk, or music on the gramo- 
phone or the piano, which she hadn't let 
with the Reno flat. 

I couldn't persuade 
accept my shack and let 
a less comfortable one. 

Gypsy was an angel to me. I loved 
her with all of my heart, except that prim 
where conventionality clung and 
wouldn't be turned out. 

There was love for 
whitewashed corner, but 
grudging, sullen sort of love that would 
have hurt her if she had known what it 
was like. Constanly | caught myself mak- 
ing an effort not to let her guess, an effort 
to change, or if that wasn’t possible, to 
shut my own eyes on what I hid from 
her. I thought then that | was succeeding 
where Gypsy was concerned—but now I 
am not so sure. 

The hours that should have been sweet- 
est, and would have been but for that streak 
in me, were hali-spoiled because I ought 
not to have taken the gift Gypsy gave me 


her, however, to 
me put up with 


her even in that 
there it was a 


unless I loved her enough to feel it was 
perfect. I even wished that she hadn't told 
me the story of her infatuation—though 
without that I wouldn’t have accepted 


the gift, and would have missed the most 


exquisite revelation of a woman's love. 
TO ONE in camp except Gypsy knew 
4 that I was bound by the law to an- 


and seeing us together in all 
no doubt they looked on 
That was what 
insisted 


other woman, 
my leisure hours, 
us as an engaged couple. 
| tried to impress upon Gypsy. | 


that we were engaged; that | would make 
her marry me when I was free. Then I'd 
take her home to the East; or if she would 
be happier in the West, I'd look for 


something to do in her part of the world. 

I had arrived in Reno in July. Six 
months later, in January, Hammerton had 
sent the divorce papers against my wife to 
the New York County sheriff to be served 
according to the law. Fanny had since 
obtained so many delays, that it was just 
one year after I'd “established residence” 
before she came West to contest the case. 
She had thus succeeded in keeping me in 
Nevada twice the time I needed to stay 
in order to get a divorce. I was sure 
this success delighted her. She had made 
me feel her power, thousands of miles 
away 

At last I heard from 
was informed by Fanny’s lawyer that 
Kirkwood” was expected to reach Reno 
on a certain day. I learned this far 
enough in advance to resign my job as 
surveyor, so that | could be in town to 
appear in the case. 


Hammerton, and 
“Mrs. 


HE day after her arrival, Hammerton 

and I called on “Mrs. Kirkwood” at her 
hotel in the afternoon. She had engaged 
a sitting room, and we were invited up. 


I hadn't seen Fanny since that day in 
1917 when I told her | would go to the 
war, and her answer was, “I hope you'll 


come home in a box!” It was now 1920. 
| felt a queer sensation as Hammerton 
knocked at her door, and | heard the well- 


remembered voice call, “Come in! 
Fanny's voice had never been one of 
her charms, and now in contrast to the 


sweet voice of Gypsy echoing in my ears, 
it sounded harsh. 

The door was one of those that can be 
opened from the outside. Hammerton 
turned the handle, and made a gesture for 
me to go in first. But I stood aside, and 
followed him. 

There she was, reclining on a couch, 
in a loose dark robe of some thin stuff. 
I noticed that her hand was in a bandage— 
and then remembered that Hammerton had 
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slight injury 
Fanny to 
Black 
was more 


received a 
Crust 
for sympathy ! 


told me she had 
on the train coming here. 
make a large bid 


cushions propped her head. She 


effective than she ever had been, and ten 
times as self-conscious. 
I had never thought her vain, which 


was to the credit of so beautiful a person; 
but it was clear that now she was dressed 
and posed entirely with a view to effect. 
Perhaps her lawyer had put her up to it. 
I could hardly believe that I had ever been 
the husband of this woman, had lived with 
her in the intimacy of marriage. She 
seemed a stranger. Her beauty—which, 
as Hammerton had said, was dazzling 
left me as cold as if | were looking into 
the open door of a refrigerator. 

“I’m sorry I can't rise,” she announced, 
stiffly. “I’m expecting my lawyer to meet 
you, but he’s late.” 

Though she spoke to Hammerton, she 
looked at me. She focussed her great dark 


eyes meaningly on mine, and [| wasn't sure 
they didn’t fill with tears. If they did, I 
hardened my heart with the thought, “She’s 
crying for herself, not me!” 
OU know how the beautiful movie 
stars let their eyes swim, while glycer- 
ine tears slowly roll down their cheeks, 


without any real expression on their faces. 
I thought Fanny looked like that. I was 
tempted to say, “You register grief very 
nicely.” But of course | didn’t. I waited 
for her to speak. | didn’t have to wait 
long. 

“Haven't you a word to say to me, after 
all this time?” she asked, in the tone one 
would use to the family black sheep. But 
Fanny was always the martyr! In that 
way she hadn't changed. 

I said I was sorry she'd hurt herself? 
and hoped she'd be all right soon. 


Her eyes flashed, and I realized that 
I'd run off the track. Hammerton, the 
experienced divorce lawyer, caught onto 


that even sooner than I did, and was quick 
on the uptake. 


“Mrs. Kirkwood has a suggestion to 
make, or a favor to ask,” he broke in 
quickly. 

“Not a_ favor! Fanny cried. “I 


oughtn’t to need to ask it. He ought to 
have offered. If he thought of a divorce 
at all—which I never wanted—he might at 
least have told me / could get it.” 

“You didn’t wait for me to ask, did you,” 
I blurted, “when you went to live in New 


Jersey and sued me by publication for 
deserting you?” 

“IT want what I wanted before,” she 
cried. “The only decent thing. To get 


the divorce myself against you; to file a 
countersuit is the right term, I’m told.’ 
“On what grounds would you enter upon 


this countersuit?” Hammerton hedged. 
“IT could easily divorce him on any 
grounds, in any state,’ Fanny answered. 


“T’'ve heard all about Washington, and I am 
sure there were worse things in France. As 
for Reno, | know he’s been running around 
with a girl— 

You Sosper- nothing of the kind!” I cut 
her short fiercely. 

“Tst! tst!” Hammerton made a pro- 
testing sound with his tongue. “I assure 
you, Mrs. Kirkwood, on my honor and my 
experience in many cases of this kind, that 
you have no hope of obtaining grounds of 
divorce against my client on any such lines. 
If he consents to let you sue him without 
protest, incompatibility must be the plea, 
I warn you.” 

“Also if I do consent,” I broke in, “it 
must be on the basis of no delay—not even 
for blood poise ning 


To see Fanny's look, you would have 
thought her a saint persecuted by a re- 
lentless devil in man’s shape. 

But at the end of the interview, Fanny 
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promised to disregard the advice of her 
doctor was not sure she'd even con- 
sulted one and I tingled to tear the bandage 
off her arm and hand, which [| believed 
would show as scarless a surface as mine 

This was Friday. On Monday we would 
go into Court. 


HAT night I took the stage back to 

Crystaltown, and early next morning 
went up in the logging train to surprise 
Gypsy in Camp. 

\t first she turned pale, then pink. 

“No bad news she almost gasped. 

I told her what had happened. 


hat’s s generous!” she said. “That's 
like you.’ 
“Not so generous,” I disclaimed the 


praise. “I simply bribed Fanny not to 
have blood-poisoning.” 

I could stay only till that night—Satur- 
day—because on Sunday there was no 
work, and the logging train would neither 
go up or down. I begged Gypsy to travel 
back with me to Reno. 

“No,” she answered, “I'd rather say 
good-by to you here, in these dear moun- 
tains where I’ve known the greatest happi- 
ness of my life.” 

“Sentimental little thing I teased her. 
“You promised to be in Reno to congratu- 
late me. You mustn't call this ‘good-by’!” 

“I won't call it that, then,” she yielded. 
“I'll phone to you at your hotel,” she 
amended. “Go there when you get out 
of court, and expect a message from me.” 

“You darling,” I told her. “You've saved 
me body and soul, little sweetheart. Look 
ing back, I don’t see how I should have got 
through this year of grilling work and 
one discouragement after another, without 
you. You've made the dark places light.” 

Gypsy, standing with my arms around 
her, shut her eyes, resting her head on my 
shoulder, her face turned up. “It’s heaven 
to hear you say that!” she breathed. Then 
she opened her eyes with a wide, sweet 
look that seemed to take in all my features 

‘This is the best minute of all!” she 
cried suddenly. “Say good-by and kiss me 
now, Jerry dearest, while I’ve got the 
strength.” 

She held up her face, and as I kissed her 
the girl's hands slid round my neck, touch- 
ing my hair, as she loved to do. It was 
a long, close kiss. I clasped her tight, and 
wasn't quick to let her go; but when I 
loosened my arms at last, she caught me 
round the neck again for one more kiss. 


“One!” she said. “Now go!” . 
I went, hastening my steps a little, for 
it was train time. But something made 


me look back, and I was glad that I did, 
because she was gazing after me, framed 
in the doorway of the store. She waved 


her hand, smiling. I waved, and ran. The 
train whistled. 
N MONDAY morning, in the Reno 


courthouse, my long-delayed case 
against Fanny Kirkwood was dropped. In 
the afternoon her case against Jerry Kirk- 
wood came up. 

“Case” was too concrete a name 
She would have nad no case at all, if her 
lawyer hadn't read out aloud a letter from 
me to my wife. It was the letter I had 
written just before Armistice Day, when 
I expected to be blown to bits any moment. 
Fanny had kept it through the years to use 
in this way, while her mournful beauty 
appealed to the jury. 

Each man of the twelve must have been 
wondering how the roughest brute on earth 
could bear to make such a lovely creature 
unhappy. Unless fe had married a more 
or less lovely creature of Fanny’s temper! 

While the Judge. a dignified and kindly 
old fellow, granted her divorce with ali- 
mony, the applicant suddenly burst into 
a flood of tears. “Oh, Jerry!” she wept, 
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for it. 
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will! I'm 
even when 


“this has been all against my 
miserable! I’ve loved you 
you were unkindest. Let's forget, and be 
married over again—will you? 

I was dumbiounded and 
with embarrassment at the scene, 
must have been reporters present. Quickly 
the court was cleared, and Fanny and | 
were alone together, with the Judge and 
our two lawyers as sole witnesses 

“T don't understand this case,” the Judge 
said. “It’s the strangest of my experience. 
We'll leave you, so that you can talk things 
over, and perhaps after all come to an 
understanding.” 

“I beg you 
‘This lady is 
She doesn't 
soon-—— 

‘li you think I'll change my 
wont,’ ‘anny insisted sobbing. 

“It is too late to turn back the pages 
of our book,” I said. “It has been too 
late for years. We never got on together. 
We never would! I wish you well, Fanny, 
but this is the best thing that could happen 
to either of us.” 


overwhelmed 
for there 


won't, sir!” I exploded. 
nervous and wrought up. 
mean what she says, and 


mind, | 


HE sound of her loud weeping fol- 
lowed me as [I went out. It had an 
angry shrillness, | thought; and I was not 
deceived, for her lawyer ran after Ham- 


merton and me to threaten that if I did 
not make an immediate financial settlement, 
she would put me under bond in Nevada. 

Hammerton said something, | was too 
furious to hear what, as I strode on 
ahead, but he followed, grumbling. “Beauty 
is but skin deep after all. My boy, jump 
Nevada as quick as you can! Hop it, or 
you're a prisoner again till God knows 


when! Go tonight before she can get ir 
any of her deadly work!’ 

“T will!” I flung back. “I'll wait only 
for one thing. I have an engagement to 
keen.” 

“Don't let it 
warned. 

I made straight for my hotel to phone 
Gypsy. She would tell me to come to 
her at once, I was sure. When we met, 
I'd persuade her to start East with me, 
or I would make a rush from Nevada to 
her State if she preferred. 

“Miss Brown has been here, and left a 
note which she wants you to call for,” the 
clerk told me as soon as | arrived 

“Queer!” I thought 

It occurred to me that she might be 
at her flat. It would be like her to have 
inveigled the tenants away for one evening 
at least, so that she might give me the 
dinner of “celebration” in the place where 
we had first loved. That was probably 
the “surprise” which I had suspected was 
in the air when she bade me good-by at 
Hulbert. 

This was the note Gypsy left for me: 


be too long a one!” he 


“My own dear, darling Jerry 

1 was in court today, I got per- 
mission. I hope you don’t mind. I 
wore a big hat and a thick veil. No 
one would recognize me, so it could do 
no harm to you for me to be there. And 
I had to be! I wanted so much to 
know! I couldn't do. what I’ve made 
up my mind to do, without first con- 
gratulating you as I promised. You 
are free, dear Jerry, you are free— 
to live a wonderful life. 

I won't be in it with you, except in 
spirit. I always told you that, though 
you wouldn’t believe. Perhaps you'll 
be a little unhappy and miss me for 
awhile, but soon you'll see it’s best— 
oh, so much best! 

You see, we were never right for 
each other to marry. I’m not your 
kind. Do you remember my telling 

[Continued on page 94] 
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you once, ‘I’m only a little Aick, and 
always will be?’ Well, that was the 
truth, Were different, you and I. 
You need another kind of woman to 
keep you happy when you go home 
to the East, and your own kind. I’ve 
given you the best I had, but I knew 
always, since I loved you enough to 
see things clearly, that it wasn't the 
right sort of ‘best’ to go along with 
you through your whole life. 

You have loved me, and needed me 


for a year. How beautiful! If I'd 
been born just for what I’ve had in 
this year, it would be enough to 
satisfy me. It’s been my life. And 
it’s all | want of life. 


You were so dear, asking and even 


begging me to marry you when you 
didn't want me for your wife, way 
down in your heart, except for kind- 


ness and gratitude. I had to be strong, 


and tell myself over and over again 
that what / wanted was just your 
happiness. That is love, isn’t it? 


Though I couldn't help being tempted 
sometimes. I would argue that if we 
were married, even though you didn’t 
care for me in the real way at first, 
| could make you care and believe 
you were happy, especially if we 
shovld have a dear little child. But 
no, it wasn’t myself arguing that; it 
was something in me arguing against 
myself. wouldn't listen. 

You're free after this long time I’ve 
tried to make pass quickly, and I wish 
you to be free in the most glorious 
way. That was a sweet ‘good-by’ 
we said, when you didn’t understand 
why I used that word. I came down 
here, as I promised, and I’ve con- 
gratulated you. That was a promise, 


too, and I'm so glad to keep it. 

Now I’m going away. Soon I'll be 
very far away indeed. Please don't 
look for me. Please—please! Just 
remember, and keep a little place in 
your heart for me, because | loved 
much. 


Good-by, good-by again, Only Man! 


Your little Gypsy Sweetheart.” 
DON’T know how I got out of the 
hotel, when I'd finished her letter. 


I felt bludgeoned, as I have felt once or 
twice in my life before. 

What a fool I'd been not to guess on 
Saturday that this was in the girl's mind! 
She had always insisted that our being 
together wasn't meant to last. She'd 
always refused to marry me. | would have 
trusted to my powers of persuasion when 
the time came. I ought to have foreseen 
that she never meant to give those powers 
a chance, lest I should be too strong for 
her. But it was she who was strong—that 
small brown girl with the pleading eyes, 
and the dimple in her chin that made it, 
deceivingly, seem weak. had _ never 
known that love could make a woman so 
strong as this. 

But after all, I would find her. 

I had to go away, in any case. 

I thought that most likely in her loneli- 
ness, the girl would turn to her old home. 
Even if her father wouldn't welcome her, 
she must have many friends who would 
give her shelter till she was ready to move 
on. 

I saw Hammerton once again, and then 
started in a night train for Sacramento. 
There was no Pullman and no parlor car. 


so 


I sat up in a seat where another man, 
bound for San Francisco, nodded and 
dozed. But as for me, I had never felt 


less inclined for sleep. 
It was morning when I arrived- 
ing of gray sky, and soft, gentle 


~a morn- 
rain such 


‘as Gypsy loved. 
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in finding the house 
home. Her father’s 
unique among the 
bad house, but it 
of age nor youth. 
dull, unsuited to 


I had no difficulty 
which had been her 
name, Derrick, was 
Browns. It wasn't a 
had neither the beauty 
It was middle-aged, 
Gypsy. 

I enquired of an elderly 
answered the door-bell, if 
was at home. 

“Did you say, Wr. Brown?” she asked. 
“No, he’s away on one of his business 
trips, but he’s been telegraphed for.” 

“It was Miss Brown .I asked for,” I 
explained. “Miss Rachel Brown.” 

[he woman, who was red-eyed, 
start and stared. 

“Oh, haven't 

“No. What?” 

“Little Rachel is dead. 
Last night.” 

I think I staggered against the door- 
post. The woman was frightened. Per- 
haps she thought I was going to fall, and 
wondered what she would do with a man 
sprawled across the threshold. 


UT I didn’t fall. I heard a husky voice 
put a question. Only vaguely I sus- 
pected that it must be my voice. 

“How—did it happen?” 

“We don't know exactly. It was in the 
station. She'd been away, you see—a long 
time. She must have been coming home, 
though she’d sent no word. If only she 
had! I'd have met her. Maybe she'd been 
asleep on the journey. I guess she was 
dazed. That's what they think. She was 
seen on the platform and_ recognized. 
Seems as if she hadn’t made up her mind 
what she wanted to do. She must have 
stumbled. And then—then she fell under a 
train. Thank God for one thing: she was 
killed instantly. She didn’t suffer. Oh, 
sir, you look as if you'd faint! 


woman, who 
Miss Brown 


gave a 
she gasped. 
She was killed. 


heard?” 


you 


. . . . 


allowed to see her. Nobody 
though a doctor 


I wasn't 
was permitted to do that, 
I talked to told me her face had not been 
touched. She looked beautiful, he said. 
Such a smile! It was happy and some- 
how surprised, as if she'd died saying to 
herself, “What a wonderful thing!” 

None of her home people dreamed that 
it had been anything except an accident. 
But I—what could I think when I reread 
her letter? 

“It’s been my life and it’s all I want of 


life—soon I shall be very far away. Please 
don’t look for me -please !” 
I do look for her—in dreams. And I 


always will look and seek, and beg for her 


blessing, her forgiveness. 

I stayed in Sacramento till her body lay 
in a very small-seeming white coffin, in 
its grave. Then, in the night, I heaped 
the grave with sweetheart roses, such as 
I used to give her when she lived and 
loved. 

“My little gypsy sweetheart, slumber 
on!” 

HERE isn't much more to tell. 
3y and by I went back to New 
York. I worked. I succeeded. Last year 


1 took a holiday, wnd returned to France 
to see the battlefields where my men and 
I had fought. 

Flowers were growing where the shell- 
holes had been, and birds were singing. 
But the war wasn't forgotten. Over there, 
it isn’t easy to forget. And I never can 
forget things. Often I wish I could. 

Coming back I met You on the ship, 
and you know all that has happened since. 
So now, dear woman—one woman in the 
world who can hold my heart forever— 
I have told you all of my story. 

What will your verdict be? 

THE END 
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[Continued from page 30| 


the entrance. All those pictured problems 
in the Book of Etiquette advertisements 
rose up before me. Should | wait there 
until Archie went in and ordered a table? 
lables were ordered or reserved or some- 
hing, | vaguely remembered from stories 
I had read 

\rchie solved my problem for me, 
promptly and unceremoniously. He had 
rung the bell—it was one of those “private” 
places where it is necessary to ring a bell 

and when the door opened, he started 
to enter. The doorman said something to 
him, and he turned and beckoned to me. 

Archie strode ahead into a large room 
which had an oblong space waxed for 
dancing and a number of small tables 
glowing rosily under pink shaded candles. 

“It’s too early for the gang yet,” he 
muttered to me over his shoulder. “This 
place doesn’t come alive until ‘round eleven 
o'clock We'll have something to drink, 
a few dances, and then come back later.” 

We sat down at one of the small tables 
near the wall. 

What'll you have to drink?” Archie 
asked, as a waiter, pencil and pad in hand, 
hovered near. 

‘A fruit lemonade,” I replied. A fruit 
lemonade stood for me for the height of 
luxury. 

‘A fruit lemonade!” Archie mimicked 
me. “Listen, where do you think you are 
At a soda fountain? Turning to the 
smiling waiter, he said: “Two gingerale 
highballs and be sure they are frappé— 
very frappé,” and with an air of finality, 
he turned his lordly gaze upon me again. 

“Say, Babs, you're a mighty pretty girl, 
but you should get wise to yourself,” he 
spoke with condescending pity. “You 
shouldn't go out with those pikers like 
Henry Jarvis and Eddie Marks. Gets you 
in wrong.” 

lhe drinks arrived. I tasted mine. I 
didn't like it at all. 

‘It isn’t champagne, you know,” Archie 
jeered. “Don't sip it; drink it down.” 

| gulped the concoction down, holding 
my breath so that I shouldn't smell the 
sickly odor, as I used to do when Mother 
gave me a dose of castor oil. 


'M* BLOOD raced through my veins, 
my heart responded and beat faster; 
a glow of well-being and confidence re- 
placed the timidity which had forced my 
steps to falter and my voice to stutter 
when I had first entered this gorgeous ren- 
devous of the swift stepping élite 

Archie’s voice sounded friendly instead 
of patronizing now. I no longer objected 
to his criticisms. In fact, | was embold- 
ened to voice my own opinion in regard 
to his conduct. 

‘Talking about getting on to one’s self,” 
I observed to him with what I considered 
a nonchalent, worldly coolness. “What 
about you? A little bird told m-. that you 
| were threatened with expulsion for gam- 
bling, and that several people had com- 
plained to the principal about the wild 
| Parties your frat has been giving. 

‘That's all apple sauce,” he replied, his 
lip curling in disdain. He opened an elab- 
orate silver cigarette case and selected a 
smoke. “I know; he came to my old man 
and blabbed all about it. And do you know 
what the governor said?” 

‘No.” I answered obligingly. I didn’t 
|eare very much. My head was beginning 
to get dizzy 

“Well, the governor told him to go to 
hell,” he boasted. “Told him that what I 
did outside of school hours was none of 
his affair, You see, Dad never went to 
college.” More liquor had unloosened 
Archie’s tongue and he was becoming more 


+ 


natural and honest in his confidences than 
usual. “He was a poor boy and it was 
only because he was a splendid athlete 
that he was permitted to join one of the 
best frats in the school. The fellows he 
met there helped him later on—fellows, 
like himself, who didn’t make college, but 
entered politics or something like that. 

“Dad's got lots of dough now of course, 
but Ma’s never made the grade socially. | 
never would have gotten chummy with 
chaps like Arnold and Greeley and Smith- 
son, if it hadn't been for our frat. Don't 
you think Dad appreciates that? And old 
Razorback can't expel me. 

“Are the parties very wild?” I asked 
ELL, the one that got Razorback’s 
goat was a pippin, I'll tell the world,” 

he boasted, as he signalled the waiter and 
ordered “two more of the same.” “We got 
a clubhouse for the affair. They wouldn't 
rent it to the frat—ii they had, the old 
busybodies would never have been able to 
bring the complaint to Razorback—so we 
had to use the name of the school. 

“We invited a bunch of sorority girls 
and were having a wild time, when a 
crowd of alumni arrived and backed up a 
cartload of liquor on the grounds. They 
tried to take our girls away from us and 
a free-for-all started. Windows were 
busted and heads smashed. Some of the 
girls got their dresses torn. Wow! But 
that was one pip! We all got out before 
the police arrived, but they traced us 
through the school. But the damages we 
paid didn't begin to match the fun we 
had.” 

“And what did the girls’ mothers say?” 
| asked breathlessly. I wondered what my 
mother would say if I arrived home from 
a’party with my frock torn. A party frock 
was an object of precious care and rever- 
ence in our home—something to be “let- 
down” and carefully cleaned and pressed 
season after season. 

HE girls’ mothers! Ha! Ha!” chortled 

Archie in response to my question. 

‘Gosh, they’re used to it. Believe me, these 
sorority girls are one swift bunch! You've 
never been to one of their parties, of 
course,” he looked at me sympathetically. 

“Let me tell you, you miss some jazz times, 
kid. Why, you know the girls meet at 
each other's houses. One of the rules is 
that the mater must give them the house 
on the evening they meet—no chaperones 
allowed. Mater must take herself off some- 
where else. All she has to do is to pro- 
vide the refreshments—at least the founda- 
tion of the refreshments. No unspiked 
punches at these affairs.’ 

He was silent for a moment. 

“Let's dance,” I sug. ested. I was getting 
dizzy. I thought maybe it was the candle- 
light. Sut things were beginning to go 
‘round and ‘round, and Archie looked as 
if he were fading out of the picture. 

“IT was just going to order another. 
Well, a’ri’, come on. It’s a bird of an or- 
chestra. Must be getting late in the eve- 
ning,” he glanced at his watch. “Eight 
o'clock. Dinner crowd beginning to arrive. 
I'd like to ask you to dine with me, but 
I have a heavy date on for tonight.” 

“Won't you be late?” I asked solici- 
tously. 

*Mebbe. But she'll wait, allrighty. 
We've all night to eat in. Let’s have one 
dance and then I'll take you home.” 

Boys never made “heavy dates” with 
me. I was just one of those “Ciaderella” 
girls, picked up and dumped back at the 
will of some would-be young fairy god- 
father. 

I thought I knew the reason only too 
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| ton belonged to one of these secret societies 


—ad | exist, and her desertion had left me very 
| lonely. 


ito Archie. 


door, 


1 didn't have a home where the 
“mater” could be turned out and gay 
parties held; I didn’t have the doggy 


clothes, the other girls wore; I didn’t have 
a father and mother who were local society 
lights. 

Oh, if only I could pick and choose my 
escorts as Mabel Anderson and Fifi Ald- 
ridge did! To dance in the arms of such 
a man as Paul Akeley, for instance. | 
only knew Paul Akeley by sight. He was 
a young broker on Wall Street and he 
typified my beau ideal. I imagined myself 
as his partner—and Archie found nothing 
wrong with my dancing! 

Holy gee, but you’re one peach of a 
dancer!” Archie exclaimed. “Wish you} 
could dance all night. But I have to toddle | 
along. Why don’t you join one of the| 
sororities? We would meet much oftener 
that way.” 

‘Nobody’s asked me, sir, she said,” I 
answered saucily, though his words had 
sprinkled salt in my most sensitive pride 
wound. 

“Well, gosh, why not, 
father’s an editor or something, isn’t he?” 
he asked. “Posish is all right—'tisn’t ’sif 
your father had a delicatessen store like 
Mitzi Bauer’s—and you live in an all right 
place. What's the trouble?” 


RCHIE was the the first one to even 
suggest my possible invitation to join 
a sorority—outside of Mother. Grace Ash- 


though? Your 


which are not supposed to exist in high 
schools, but which everybody knows does 


She had never for a moment 
dreamed of inviting me to join. 

“There are several reasons,” I explained 
“First, we are not among the 
bloated rich of the community,” and al- 
though I said it with a laugh, I felt.a bit 
of humiliation in confessing to our poverty. 
“Second, I have no handsome brother to 
act as escort to my sisters in a sorority. 
Third, I can’t give jazz parties. Fourth, 
my dad didn’t belong to a frat.” 

“Too, too bad, little girl; but let’s have 
another dance, and mebbe I can think of a 
way to get you in.’ 

“Just one’ more highball before we 
leave,” he insisted at the end of the dance. 
But I shook my head. 

The fresh air didn’t succeed in reviv- 
ing me. Instead, it made me feel sleepier 
and sleepier. I hardly spoke a word al! 
the way home. 

“Good night,” Archie said briefly at my 
and before I had scarcely time to 
step off the running board, the car was 
again in motion and he was off to his 

“heavy date.” 


HREE weeks later, I was approached 

by one of the girls and invited to join 
her sorority. Mother was delighted. It 
meant additional expense, but somehow or 
other Dad would manage to meet this. He 
always did. 

I won't go into cetails about our soror- 
ity, of course. I can't do that. At first I 
felt very high-ha‘: I pitied the unfor- 
tunates who were not of the elect. But 
inside the fold, I found plenty of snubs, 
myself; humiliations; rivalries; bickerings. 
Kids, playing at being grown-up in earn- 
est—in rather bitter earnest! 

My education in handing the boys a 
snappy “line” was intensive. I became an 
expert at petting and necking. I learned 
to say silly little cynical things which I 
didn’t quite understand. I plagued Mother 
for new clothes; I had to have them, | 
told her, or drop out. 

When it came my turn to entertain the 
girls at our home, we could not of course 
afiord to order the refreshments from 
a caterer. But Mother worked hours 


making dainty sandwiches — goodness 
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employees. are given a yearly vacation of 15 
working days (about 18 days). They usually 
work 3 days and have 3 days off duty or in the 
same proportion. During this off duty and 
vacation, their pay continues just as though 
they were working. They travel on a pass when 
on business and see the country. When they 
grow old, they are retired with a pension. 


CITY MAIL CARRIERS 
POSTOFFICE CLERKS 


Clerks and Carriers commence at $1,400 @ 
year and automatically increase $100 a year to 
$1,800. They also have 15 days paid vacation. 
Examinations are frequently held in the larger 
cities. City residence is unnecessary 


CLERKS AT WASHINGTON, D.C. 


(Open to men ard women 18 or over) 

Salary $1,140 to $1,860 a year. Required for 
pleasant clerical work in the various government 
departments at Washington, D. C. 


IS YOUR JOB STEADY? 


Compare these conditions with your present 
or your prospective condition, perhaps changing 
positions frequently, kicking arourd from post 
to pillar, no chance in sight for PERMANENT 
employment; frequently out of a position and 
the year’s average salary very low. DO YOU 
EARN $1.600 EVERY YEAR? 
ASSURANCE THAT A_ FEW 
NOW YOU WILL GET $2,300 


POSITIONS NOT HARD TO GET 

These positions are not hard to get. Country 
residents and city residents stand equal chance. 
Experience is unnecessary, and political influence 
is not used. 


GET FREE LIST OF POSITIONS 
Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and 
mail it today—now, at onces 
DO IT NOW—This investment of two cents 
for a postage stamp may result in you getting 
a Government Job. 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
Dept. W-326, ROCHESTER, N. Y. 


Kindly send me entirely free of charge (1) a full de- 
scription of the position checked below (2 pecimen 
examination questions and free sample coding lessons ; 
(3) Free copy of illustrated book, ‘‘Government Positions 
and How to Get Them"’; (4) A list of the U. 8. Govern- 
ment Jobs now obtainable; (5) Tell me how to get the 
position I have checked. 


© Railway Postal 
C) Postoffice Clerk ($1400-$ 1800) 
City Mail Carrier. ($1400-$ 1800) 
[) Rural Mall Carrier. 1800-$2600) 
[) Clerk at . ($1140-$1860) 
Income Tax ($2040-$3000) 


Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It. 
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DIAMONDS WATCHES wail Want 
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| 
Beauty Culture Course | 
Home 
5 ty Culture Art in spare time. Mar- 
mi 
} 
FINECTOY | 
| 
| | 
K 
| 
Address . ee 206 
Return mail will bring Free Trial Plapso 


JUST READY! 
Inside Trade Informa- 
tion for Carpenters, 
Builders, Joiners, Build- 
ing Mechanics and all 
Woodworkers on—Care and 
Use of Tools—How to Use 
the Steel Square—FileSaws 
— Make All Kinds of Joints 
— Draw and Read Plans— 
Write Specifications— 
Make Estimates—How to 
Frame Roofs and Houses 

—Lay Out Work—Put in 

ound ations —Full Instruction on In and Out- 
side Building Work—Stair Building—Saw Mill 
Work—Practical Painting—Thousands of Short- 
Cate th at save time and money— information 


obtained only by hard experience. 


AUDELS CARPENTERS 
& BUILDERS GUIDES 


1600 Pages —3700 iilustrations 
Audel’s New Guides 
consist of four handy 
po t size volumes of 
over 1.600 pages off 
practical data, thor 
oughly illustrated with 
harts, diagrams, 
inclu calculations 
for every job from i | 

making the excava- 

tion to constr uc ting 
the complete building Examine books free. 


SHIPPED FREE 


Not a cent to pay until you see the books No 

obligation to buy unless you are satisfied. Fill 

in ipon sm pencil. Send now—today—get this 

r carpenters a ad builders, 


lib 
great help library fo 


THEO. AUDEL & CO., 72 5th ’ 

1¢ for free examination AUDE L’S CAR 

Pi TERS AND BUILDERS GUIDES, 4 num- 

be rs If satisfactory I will send you $1 within 
5 days and mail $1 monthly until $6 is paid. 


Name 


Occupation 
Employed by 


Reference 


Learn by Mail to Play 
Your Favorite Instrument 


Of all the arts, music has the widest popular appeal. 


You hear orchestras, bands, singers, instrumental soloists 
re you go--at dances, in theaters, hotels, amuse- 

rks, et There has never been such a great 

i for musicians as now. Play any instrument and 


8 open to you for earning big money. 
versity Extension Coneervatory now places at 


yo the teaching of some of t 
reatest Maste r Musicians of both America and Europe - 
f. a s that are no less than marvelous in their simplicity 
ading you from the first rudiments 
ofr ic to a complete mastery of your favorite instru- 
r Endorsed by Paderewski. You are taught and 
¢ i ever ep of the way by the individual instrue- 
t cialist 


What Instrument Interests You? 


ellir « us the course you ore interested in— 


Pic Harr y. Voi Public School Music, Violin, 
Cornet, Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo or Reed Organ — and we 
will i our Free Catalog together with oof of how 
others, both beginners and those more or advanced 
in mu have made wonderful headwey under our 
instruction methods 


UNIVERSITY EXTENSION CONSERVATORY 
113 Siegel-Myers Building, Chicago, 


knows, these were expensive enough. Then, | 


fon the day of the affair, in order that we 
|have the house to ourselves, according to 


|the sorority rules, she took my brother and | 


sister and sat with them for hours in 
the Public Library. 
I'm glad she did. I couldn't help feeling 
a pang of pity as | saw her walking 
down the street, dragging Bob and Hazel 
with her. How tired—and old-iashionea 
she looked 
My entertainment wasn't a success. The 


sweet lemonade and the dainty sandwiches 


were left almost untouched When the 


crowd left, | poured the lemonade down | 
the sink and buried the sandwiches in the | 


garden. Of course these would have been 
greedily enjoyed by my own family, but 
|| knew it would have broken Mother's 
heart to have seen them 

Paul Akeley continued to be my dream 
lover. I knew that he was an alumnus of 
our school and that he had belonged to one 
of the frats, so at every dance and party, 
I sc anned the guests eagerly for his face 

It wasn't until the late spring that I met 
him. Our sorority was giving a dance at 
one of the nearby roadhouses. Flappers 
whose years ranged from fourteen to 
eighteen were there—but the combination 
ot bobbed hair and sophisticated dance 
dresses levelled all ages. Just a jazz-mad 
crowd of kids with one aim in view—to 
show each other just how snappy and 
worldly-wise they were. Baby vamps and 
crude Don Juans! 

How thrilled | was when Paul Akeley 
|}came up and asked me to dance. He had 
gone with Alice Arnold, our president, to 


ithe dance. And about midnight Alice 
“passed out.” Somebody took her to the 
dressing room \ fluffy, debonair, buoy 


ant figure in filmy chiffon and silver, she 
had been a few hours before she was hali 
carried up the stairs, her frock rumpled 
and limp, her hair tousled, her eyes 
glassy. 


FTER we had circled the floor a 
couple of times, Paul suggested we 
go outside and get a breath of air. 
‘This place is as hot as Hades,” he said, 
and these kids are nearly all about half 
seas over. I never saw such a crazy mob 
It wasn't like this in our day.” 
| wanted to come back with a snappy 
line—but I couldn't think of a word to sa) 
except a banal 


“Was that so long ago, Mr. Rip Van} 


| Winkle ? 

“Four years ago, sweetheart,” he 
laughed teasingly. “Then, we fellows con- 
tented ourselves with — things in the 
school organization, and debates were our 


| what the new crowd is coming to! 


only hot entertainments. | don't know | 


The moon was shining brightly that | 


| early spring night, touching everything 
with an almost unearthly radiance. How 
| often, I thought, IT had looked on the same 
scene with unseeing eyes. Never before 
had I appreciated its magic beauty. 
When Paul suggested that we take a 

spin in his car, I could hardly articulate my 

acceptance. My heart was beating wildly: 
| my words trembled on my lips. Seeing my 
|confusion, he smiled wisely. “Run in and 
lget a wrap. Don't be long! We can't 
afford to lose any of this glorious moon.” 
| In the dressing room I found Alice lying 
| 


fon a lounge, her pretty frock bunched 
around her, dead to the world. She was 
breathing heavily 

“She’s coming ‘round all right,” Mabel 
Brennon, who was bathing the sick girl's 
| forehead, said. “But she’s much too 
| sauiffy to go home before dawn. You 


better call up her mother and say she is | 


staying with you all night.” I started to | 


}demur, but she brutally cut me short. “It’s 

| the least you can do,” she snapped out bit 

‘ingly. “I would do it for her myself, or 
98 
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The won- 


derful Sax ty te 
with the t 
human \ 
voice sing- 
ing tone \ 
learn to 
play in a 


few lessons 
at home! 
It’s a 

Stand- 


mousmake 

W orld’s 
finestqual- 
ity, brand 
new, only 


Solo 
ful, 
ran 

it. S 
Dalane 


Our liberal terms make it 


Genuine 
BACON 
TENOR 
BANJO 


50 Choice of all 
563 famous Banjo 


Easy Terms! 


orchestra 


Write for Bargain Book Quick! 


Illus 


trations comple information 
it musi instruments 
thing but BARGAINS from cover 
» cover Supplies, repairs, instruc- 
ion books shown at cut prices 
Beginners musicians, teachers, 


professionals, write today for your 


Slightly used. rebuilt 
like new. price less 
than one half. Our 
catalog shows all 
musical instru 
ments. brand 
new standard 
makes. ardbar- 

gains inrebuilt 


‘Cast Price, 
16° 
ists. Most beauti 

sweetest toned. 

d new. $5.00 brings 
mall first payment, 
10 months. 


No terms on rebuilt instruments.) 


STANDARD MUSIC CO. 
Dept. 201-A, 214 S. Wabash Ave., CHICAGO 


the 


and mental activity. 


Vest pocket size, fi 
an attractive gift volu 
explaining impartially 
ation does. Interests 


subject. The edition 
in coin or stamps for 


BRINKLEY PRESS, 


“Rejuvenation 


by the famous au- 

thor, W.J.Fielding. 
All the facts about ‘ 

miracles of 


science in extend- 
ing the span of life; stopping old 
age, rolling back the years to youthful physical 


LIMITED EDITION 


you want to know about this fascinating and vital 


exible, — leather binding; 
me; opening up new life vistas; 
and fully what gland transplant- 
both men and women. Tells all 


is limited—send 25 cents 
prepaid copy 


Dept. B, Milford, Kans. 


BABBITT CO. 


ACTUAL SIZE 


Person 


In order to introduce to 
the American public 


‘*Fleur de Nuit’’ Perfume 


we will send this dainty one 
dollar bottle (same size as 
shown) with gold-finished 
screw-cap, ground glass rod 
and stopper, filled with this 
new, most wonderful and 
fragrant Perfume — equal 
to the finest importations 


Send Us This Adv. 


ano twenty-five cents silver, to 
cover postage, packing ete., and 
we will send promptly, securely 
packed and all charges paid. 

Foreign Countries and Ca 

send 10c. extra. 

NOTE: If more than one 
bottle is desired, kindl 

send One Dollar for eac 

additional bottle. Complete 
satisfaction guaranteed or 
money refunded in full. 


Order NOW! 
The Babbitt Company, inc. 


Perfumers, Dept. 137 
4049 Market St.. Philadelphia, Pa. 


10 Months to Pay! 
| 
So- 
prano 
Cut price on 
this Clarinet! 
— 
= 
== Only One to a 
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HOW THE 
ARTEX DIAMOND 
LOOKS IN A 
BEAUTIFUL 
MOUNTING 


To Help Cover Cost of Handling and We 
Will Send You a Full Cut One Carat 


“ARTEX DIAMOND” 
Nothing more to pay 


Nothing to Sell— Nothing to Buy 
No Red Tape Attached to This Offer 


We want Thousands of new owners and 
boosters of ARTEX DIAMONDS and we 
will distribute these gems FREE to the 
readers of SMART SET. 

ARTEX DIAMONDS are full 24 facet 
cut and are of such radiant beauty that 
even experts are astonished at their likeness 
to the genuine. 

WE ARE MAKING tthis unusual offer 
only to gt ARTEX DIAMONDS into the 
hands of appreciative friends. 

SLIP your name and address with 10¢ in 
stamps or coin (to help cover cost of hand- 
ling) in an envelope and get it right off 
to us. Your ARTEX DIAMOND will 
reach you by return mail fully prepaid. 


L.C.ARTEXCO., 1133Broadway,N. Y.C. 
‘Brought Me $1000 in Cash!” 


says Follies chorus-girl.” One hour after wearing the 


SHEIK GOOD LUCK RING 
afriend gave me $1000 cash.” Oth- 
ers say it brings luck In love, suc- 

cess, happiness. Silver finish. 

“DON'T SEND A PENNY! 


Pay when delivered $1.95. Or cash w 
‘Jor only $1.70. 


(two for $3.26 
woma: 
N. Michigan Ave 


Develops Busts Amazingly 
Quick and Easy! 


Just what every woman has been wait- 
ing for at a price everyone can afford, 
r To ” 
“BEAUTIBUST 
for real bust and neck development 
No pumps, vacuums, extreme exercising 


No foolish or dangerous systems, but 
sful natural 


a real tried and very succes 
method that WILL be extremely pleas- 


ing and beneficial You can't fail if 
you follow the simple instructions 
Everything mailed (sealed) for only 
$1.00. Do not miss this opportunity. 


It may not be repeated. 


\RN MONE 
EA AT HOME EY 


you can earn $1 to $2 an hour in your spare 
time writing show cards. No canvass- 
ing or soliciting. Weinstruct you by our new 
simple Directograph System, supply you with 
work and pay you cash each week. Write 
today for full particulars and free booklet. 

WEST-ANGUS SHOW CARD SERVICE od 

Authorized Capital $1,250 
109 Colborne Building, Toronto, , 


| learned that Mrs. 


| now. 
}on your coat, 


any one of the other girls, but her mother 
isn't likely to meet yours anywhere, and 
she knows ours. Anyway, what do you 
think the sorority is for, if it isn’t to help 
each other out? 
telephoned the Arnold home and 

Arnold was at a Country 
Club dance. The servant promised to give 
the message. 

Messy, I called it. Girls had no business 
getting themselves in that condition! 
M* ANNOYANCE fled immediately, 


however, as soon as I rejoined Paul 


—my dream prince. Oh, how flattered | 
was by his attentions. 
I told him that Alice was pretty bad. 


But he wasn't interested. She would snap 
out of it all right, he said. She had plenty 
of possible escorts to see that she got home 
all right. 

I failed to 
the rudeness of this. 


realize the callousness and 
I was even thrilled 


to think that the haughty Alice Arnold 
had been deserted by this man of the 
world for my sake. 

A season spent with “the gang” had 
made me rather satiated with “petting 
parties.” I had come to look on them 
rather as necessary penalties paid for a 


rather precarious footing on the social lad- 
| der. of the younger set. 
But was immensely thrilled 
ever Paul’s hand touched mine. 
We stopped on the outskirts of the city. 
“Let us toast our meeting,” Paul sug- 
gested as he steered the car to the side 


when- 


of the road and produced a large silver 
flask. “We'll make a loving cup of the 
cap.” 


He poured out a drink, and after each 
scorching sip, we kissed. 

“Do you know, you look just like a sil- 
ver princess in that white frock? Take off 
that heavy dark coat; it spoils the effect.” 
Obediently I discarded my heavy day coat 
—no matter how much Mother tried, she 
hadn't been able to get me an evening 
wrap. [ 
plays around the white silk. 
the moon and thank it prettily.” 

Laughing, I looked up. 
arm around my neck, his hand tilted my 
chin and he kissed me lightly on the lips. 

‘Are you a real human girl, or a fairy? 
he asked banteringly. My arms crept 
around his shoulders. “I am a real human 
girl,” | murmured. My dream-lover, the 
liquor, and the moon had been sufficient. 

So absorbed were we in each other, that 
we did not notice a figure stealing out of 


|the shadows, nor see it spring on the 
running board. 
You're under arrest, you two. Get be- 


hind that wheel young fellow and drive to 
the police station! 


AUL’S arms loosened. I looked up and 

saw a ye officer towering over us. 

“Listen, officer, we weren't doing any- 
thing wrong. Just a little petting party, 
you know,” he spoke lightly. I shivered. 
Was that how he regarded it? 

“Well, parking—and—petting—ain’t al- 
lowed on these here roads. 
You can tell it to the captain. 
young lady.’ 

Paul whispered quickly. 
right. Don't give them your right name, 


nor tell mine. Hell, what a mess!” 


The magic of the night had gone. Cow- | 
ering in a corner of the car, I tried vainly 
to realize just what had happened. The 


liquor 1 had drunk prevented me from 
thinking clearly. 

When the car reached the station house, 
the officer grabbed my arm and led me toa 


flight of steps. “Leave me alone,” | 
snapped. “I'll go with you.’ 
“You bet you'll go with me, an’ don't 


You're the one 
little hussy.” 


be tellin’ me what to do. 
to take orders—from me, 


Paul put his | 


“See how beautiful the moonlight | 
Look up to | 


} 
} 


| 


Come along | on10 
Put | Days’ 


“It will be all | 
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Newest $50 Style. 
Snappiest Parisian 
Model, Graceful 
lines. Everything a 
woman wants in this 
Stunning Canton 

Silk Dress. But look 
at our low price! Yes! al- 
most unbelievable. See it for 
ourself — AT OUR — 

NTIRELY ON APPRO 

Not a penny do 

We guarantee to refund 
every cent if not entirely 
satisfied, but 
juic 


i and our offer is limited. 


SEND NO 
MONEY 


ored of 

elegant 

material, genuine Canton 

Crepe. Richly Hand Beaded 

Bead with brilliant lustre Bugle 
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sleeves with slit cuffs. Pop- 
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\ Truly a fashion well 
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Pay on arrival only 
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Federal Mail Order Co. 
Dept. 1257, CHICAGO, ILi. 
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Let us tell you about the w aoe . New 
Way out of distress and we $s al 
kinds. Scientific, sensible, sure “W hy 
needlessly suffer and die? No obligation. 


Two stamps. 


CONSTRUCTIVE PSYCHOLOGY LEAGUE 
4675 Lake Park Ave. Dept. 46 Chicago 
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The Art of 
Looking Your Best 


Know the joy of possessing an 
appearance 


that always com- 
mands admiration. An appeal- 
ing beauty seemingly endowed 
with the illusive charm of eter- 
nal youth, “Beauty’s Master 
Touch.” 


Gourauos 


ORIENTAL CREAM 


will show you the way. Its daily use 
will give to your skin and complexion 
an alluring, fascinating appearance. It 
takes but a moment to insure yourself 
of always looking your best. Highly 
antiseptic and astringent, counteracts 
flabbiness, blemishes, oiliness. Made 
in White, Rachel and Flesh—also in 
Compacts (Gouraud’s Oriental Compri- 
mettes) all popular shades. 


Send 50c for a special assortment 
of Gouraud’s Toilet Preparations. 


Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son, New York City 


New Way to Restore Youth 
and Perfect Figure 


You are only as old as you feel and look. To 
be young you must keep your figure and com- 
plexion youthful. You must have more than 
ust ordinary health, you must be superbly 

You cannot afford to be sickly, run 

You cannot afford to let your 

, old. You cannot afford to let your 

be marred by pimples, blotches or 

Beauty of face and form is your 

Youth is your greatest charm. And 

e what you want! Annette Keller 
yorld-famous as “the perfectly formed 

man,” has devised a simple new method which 
made her the ideal of sculptors rhousands of 


women have used her secret with amazing results 


You can too. Prove it in your own home on 
10 days’ trial. No drugs or medicines. Write 
for free book = ying Miss Kellermann’s new 
way to health, and a perfect figure. 
Annette Ke anamean, Inc., Dept. 403, 225 West 


39th St New York. 


PERSONAL 
Appearance 


* now more than ever 
the key note of success, 

th in social and busi- 
ess life. Bow-Legged 
and Knock-Kneed men 
and women, both young 
und old, will be giad to 
ear that my new appli 
ance will suce 
traighten. within a short 

me, bow-leggedness 
nd knock-kneed legs 
quickly and per 
manently 


essfully 


operation 
Worn at night. My new ‘‘Lim-Straitner Model 18, U 
ent, is easy to adjust; its results will soon save you from further 
bum tion, and improve your personal appearance 100 per cent 
18 is not like old biomed aplints or braces, with 
ersome straps, hard to adjust, but « scientific, modern de- 
tice of proven merit, used and recommended for the last 3 years 
by physicians everywhere 
Write today for particulars, testimonials and my free copy 
righted physiological and anatomical book which tells you how to 
correct bow and knock-kneed legs without any obligation 
Enclose a dime for postage. 


M. TRILETY, SPECIALIST 
1236-L, W.U. Building, Binghamton, N. Y. 


couldn't be 


| Davis ?” 


is the charge, officer?” a man in 
behind the desk inquired we 
were brought before him. 

‘Disorderly conduct, outragin’ public de- 
cency, drunk, an’ resistin’ an officer. 

“What's your name?” somebody asked | 
me, and I saw the captain take up a pen 
to write in the large book before me. 

| looked at Paul. He was standing a 
few feet away, deathly paie; his eyes 
anxious; his lips compressed. He gazed 
straight ahead of him. 

“Mary Smith,” I faltered. 

“Why not Jane Doe?” grunted the cap- 
tain. “Give us your real name. Do you 
know who this woman ?” the captain 
interrogated Paul. 

Slowly and deliberately Paul answered. 
“No, | never saw her before tonight.” 

I hadn't expected that. He had told me 
not to reveal my ral name, but there was | 
something sinister—something that  terri- 
fied me in the way he disclaimed all knowl- 
edge of me. He intimated that I was a 
‘pick-up,” a bold girl who made casual 
acquaintances. 

lhe captain started to write in the book, 
when a young man whom I had not noticed 
before went up and said something to him 
in a low voice; the officer listened intently, 
laid down his pen and open_d his desk. As 
in a dream, I s-w him take out a photo- 
graph and compare it with me. He nodded 
his head 

“Does look a bit alike,” he said. “But 
you can't tell.” Turning to me, he asked 
me sharply: “Isn’t your real name Marie 


as 


1S 


“No, 
thing.” 

lhe captain pressed a button and a stern 
looking woman in a white apron and ging- 
ham uniform entered. 


HAT 

write about even now, 
In brief, the woman searched 
weapons or drugs, I learned 
then | was shut into a cell. 


no,” I sobbed, “I’m not Marie any- 


followed is too humiliating to 
six years later. | 

me—for 
later—and | 


In vain, I tried to decide whether 
should tell my real name. Maybe Daddy | 
could fix it up for me. But then, they | 


would write my real name in that awful 
book with criminals—and other drunks and 
disorderlies. 

My brain refused to function. Over 
and over again the charge “indecent, drunk, 
and disorderly” re-echoed in my conscious- 
ness. Black despair numbed all my senses. 

When the matron came back in half an 
hour and told me to put my coat on again, 
that we were going to Police Headquarters, 
[ obeyed her mechanically. There was 
such a nightmarish atmosphere about the 
whole thing, that I pinched myself trying 
to wake up and find myself in my own 
little room at home. This just simply 
Barbara Simpson who was in 
to be taken to 


a police cell and was going 
Police Headquarters 
Petting parties—ugh! how rotten they 
were when called by their right name! | 
had done nothing that thousands of other 


boys and girls weren't doing all the time | 
but I had been caught at it, and its real 
}ugliness had been revealed to me for the | 


| 


| lights 
| the 


| led 


lights burning. 


| the 


first time. 
An officer, 

myself rode 

of Broadway 


| 


the strange young man, and | 


downtown, past the bright 
into the darkness of 
business district, off into the heart of 
slums, where the great white building 
known as Police Headquarters stands. 

Again the officer cr rasped my elbow and 
me up a flight of steps. Through a| 
revolving door we went, and then up an- | 
other flight. All was deathly quiet. It! 
was around two o'clock in the morning | 
and only one or two of the offices showed | 
A tomb, I thought to my- | 
sink down and die. | 
with white hair was | 


could only 
faced man 


self ! lft | 
\ kindly 
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WAS FAT 


NOW I ONLY WEIGH 
130 POUNDS 
Took Off 50 Pounds in 8 
Weeks—No Diet, Exercises, 
Creams, Dangerous Drugs 
or Worthless Reducing 
Girdles. 

Latest French Way to 
Take Off FAT—It’s Safe 
and Lasting 


th about 


k a 


“Dear Fat Folks: 


Let me tell you the tru 


fat. Do not be fooled by believing you can chec 

fatty condition in your system by going through 
weakening dicts, strenuous exercises, rubbing your 
body with creams or lotions ¢ by s any of the old 
ways of reducing If these e. THEVE 
WOULDN'T BFE A FAT MAN OR WOMAN IN 
THE COUNTRY today, as diet xercises, creams 
and old remed es have been t ed for Do not 
think for a t y an ik at by wear 
ing so-c alled gi rdles it be done. I 


personally know the horror of fat—I_ went 
through it. Not only did I fee 1 as of my figure, 
but, worse still I n 'r Vv py like the rest 
of the girls—I alwa back or limbs, 
my feet ached, my he diz LL THAT BE- 
CAUSE I WAS OV ERTAXING My FRAME WITH 
50 POUNDS OF EXCESS FAT WHICH NATURE 
DID NOT INTEND FOR ME TO CARRY. I had 
spent a s! nall 3 ine trying everything known to re- 
duce, 7 t ded unt 1 one 

French Scier weit whe had devoted h 

of ‘fat form ing cells’ in the human Png he found out 


to fat man or 


Thanks to 


how to check these and how 


woman into a normal ped siz 


his advice, I easily and safely lost $0 pounds in eight 
wecks, and I improved my ee and health 100%. I 
want every one of you fat people to do the same 


Since I have explained my discovery in this country I 


have literally been swamped with letters of thanks 
from men and women who have taken off from 10 to 
80 pounds of excess fat. ‘hat I did for them, I can 
do for you. Simply use the « spon below, mail it 
to me with your name and address plainly written, 
and I will send you ABSOLI TE LY FREE OF 
CHARGE personal and confidential directions on 


what to do to reduce your weight and get a normal, 
perfect figure.” 


SEND TODAY FREE COUPON 


MADAME ELAINE, De 
BELOW St., York City. 


To receive free of charge full information on how 
to safely and easily reduce. 


If you care to, enclose 5 cents in stamps to help 


cover expenses. 


»— IS YOUR PRESENT 
INCOME LARGE ENOUGH? 


If not, you can earn more money Get into magazine 
Write today for details to: 
Dept. 1-SS 325 
INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE CO, 
119 West 40th Street, New York, N. Y. 
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seated at the desk of the office the three 
of us entered. 


He looked at me closely. Then he 
shook his head with: “No, this isn’t 
Marie.” 


She Came Back to Town 


“So sorry to have bothered you, Cap- | 


tain,” the young man said to me. “I 
was just chatting with Captain Ryan, 
getting some dope for a Sunday story when 
the girl was brought in. She said she was 
Mary Smith, and I thought she looked like 
Marie Davis.” 


HAT was all right, all right,” the cap- 

tain replied hastily. “You did quite 
right, Barney. Sorry you missed fire this 
time. This doesn't look like a bad little 
girl,” he continued. And his kindly voice 
and words did what all the other horrors 
of my dreadful experience had failed to 
do—it caused me to burst into tears. 

“I guess it was just a little petting party 
that O’Brien broke up,” the young man ex- 
plained. “You know there’s been so many 
of them along the Turnpike recently that 
orders have gone out to make arrests 
wholesale.” 

“I know it seems pretty hard, little girl,” 
the older man sympathized, “but it’s for 
your own good. Many a petting party 
ends in the Morgue. Now dry your eyes. 
Tell me who you are, and I'll see if the 
captain won't let you go right home. We 
just want to know that you have a real 
home to go to,” he finished 

Then, I told him the whole story, bit by 
bit. 


“Just wait a minute here,” he said, and 


went into another room where I heard a | 


light murmur. 

“Now everything will be jake,” the 
young reporter said. “Nobody need ever 
know anything about this. It’s only two 
o'clock. You can powder your nose. We'll 
go and have some ham and eggs and cof- 
fee and then I'll see you home.” 

As he had promised, the white-haired, 
kindly faced officer in the Missing Bureau 
“fixed it up” with the captain of the sta- 
tion where I had been held prisoner, and 
Barney saw me home. 


T WAS a long time before I “snapped 

out of it” and looked on the experience 
as merely “all in a lifetime.” 

I refused to return to high school after 
the summer vacation. I insisted on going 
to business school. It seemed strange to 
see all the girls going about their frivolous 
affairs, planning parties and scrapping over 
trifles, when I figured that a horrible ex- 
perience similar to mine hung over each of 
their heads. 

Barney called frequently. He and Dad 
became great friends. We hope to be 
married next spring. 

Mother is disgusted with me. She thinks 
I am insane to marry a low salaried news- 
paper man “after all the sacrifices she has 
made for me.” 

| have a good position as a private sec- 
retary with a law firm on Wall Street, and 
my salary helps to give Hazel many of the 
things I missed. 

She is perfectly happy, and one of the 
gayest girls in school. 

But I am afraid for her—so afraid for 
her. 

I know what the sororities do. I was a 
part of their life during a whole season and 
if they ever phone that Hazel is staying 
with friends over night I shall feel that the 
end of the world is here. 

It isn’t necessary for her to be caught 
doing wrong as | was. Barney knows the 
details of my escapade with Paul Akeley 
and is big enough to forgive: but will 
Hazel be as lucky? Will many of the girls 
be as lucky? 

Or will their married life be haunted 
by memories of things which they are 
seeking now? 


Magazine Cover! 
Gertrude Follis Left Home an Ugly Duckling. Now 


New York Artists Pay to Paint Her Likeness and 
Her New Beauty Was Won in Three Months 


KING 
MY dear old 
Dad used to saymy 


looks would never 
take a prize. My broth- 
ers frankly called me 
homely. No girl in 
——— Kingston had wished 
Departing harder for beauty—or 
had tried any harder 
to win it. But that was back in King- 
ston, N. Y., when my features, face, 
and skin, and even my hair looked 
hopeless. Today, illustrators who are 
supposed to be authorities on beauty 
tell me—well, they ask me for sittings 
and pay well for them. 


“For the encouragement it ought 
to be to others I will relate the 
whole story of how plain Me— 
an ‘Ugly duckling’ — became a 
model for magazine covers. 


“When I first came to New York 
City to take a position I was too 
busytogive much timeor thought 
to ‘beautifying.’ Besides all my 
efforts in the past had gained me 
nothing.Complexion treatments? 
I had tried a score; and my pores 
had grown steadily coarser. used 
to do everything anyone would 
advise for wrinkles — and the 
wrinkles stayed. I knew loads of 
people who had had success with 
things for the hair—but none seemed to give 
my sparse locks any health or sparkle. 


“But I soon saw that beauty counted in a 
large publishing office quite as much as at 
parties or dances. Within a year my em- 
ployers filled three secretarial positions with 
women I knew were scarcely as well equipped 
as | — except in looks! Then I concluded I 
would make myself attractive inappearance if 
it took every dollar I earned. My first thought 
was beauty parlors, but a fortunate circum- 
stance put a vastly better beauty plan in my 
own hands. I met a girl who told me of a 
woman who had devoted years to working 
out a regular beauty science. She worked on 
skin structure instead of on the surface; she 
did ‘nothing to wrinkles themselves but 
changed the facial contours and the wrinkled 
condition disappeared. Her method with 
hair was to revitalize it—and so on. 


“I was elated even with the first week of 
my newly found beauty plan. I never have 
seen its originator to this day. She does not 
see anyone; just advises and directs hundreds 
who seek her direct methods of cultivating 
natural beauty. I wrote her, got her instruc- 
tions, did as directed, and in a few weeks 
the altered glances of friends and associates 
confirmed what my mirror told me. I no 
longer needed to feel sensitive about my 
appearance! Then came the day Greiner, the 
artist, asked how I would like to sit fora 
“head” on a magazine cover. 


“I could scarcely wait for the Saturday when 
the picture of me would be published. When 
the magazine did appear, can you blame me 
for mailing several copies to my home town 
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Photo of Miss Follis 
Taken 6 Months Ago 


and marking the covers ‘This is me.’ ] knew 
they would doubt that the portrait was 
mine — or else accuse the artist of using a 
vivid imagination. So I made my old home 
a visit. Wouldn’t you have done the same? 
And I gloated some, too, as folks were 
forced to admit that the face on the cover 
was Gertrude Follis. My ‘new’ face has since 
been used for many illustrations. But I'll 
never feel prouder or be more thrilled than 
that day at the station when my father hesi- 
tated as I emerged from the train — came 
forward and stammered,‘As Llive, it’s true!” 


The methods with which Miss Follis ob- 
tained such remarkable results in cultivat- 
ing personal attractiveness are available to 
anybody, anywhere. 

AChicago woman has learned how to bring 
any type of skin to normal color and fine- 


ness, how 
torejuven- \ | 
ate sagging \ 
tissues, and | i 
enhance \ 
one’s looksin 
many ways. 25% 

to do it— what : 
is Lucille Young, She Appears Now 
and her offices are in Chicago. 
The way to become acquainted 
with her astonishingly success- 
ful beauty methods isto write ¢ 
for her remarkable book mths 


“Making Beauty 
Yours.” It reveals 
every general prin- - 
ciple she uses and \ 
the book is at pres- 
ent distributed 


FREE. Usecoupon. Returns a Pretty Girl 
LUCILLE YOUNG 


| Room 693, Lucille Young Bldg., Chicago 


Please send me, by return mail, your Free | 
Booklet “MAKING BEAUTY YOURS”. | 
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Play 


~on the 
Saxophone 
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Become a musician so quickly as to 
astound everyone earn by playing 
real music—instead of tiresome ‘‘exer- 

ises You'll soon become the most 
popular person in your 


New Easy Method 


revelation. No thin else like it for 
ighmne rar So simple tha 
i amd old find it asy t with 
amazin skill No ‘‘trick music’ 
LEARN TO PLAY ANY b notes, learned | 
INSTRUMENT qutek: ly right in your own home | 
Piane Mandolin FREE BOOK and 
Organ Drums and Illustrated Folder 
Violin Traps offers t wonderful musical op 
Banjo Harmony and day 
Clarinet Composition 
Flute Sight Singing > led 
Harp Ukulele pid 
Cornet 
Celle Trombone 
Guitar Saxophone ton 
Voice and Spesch Culture 
Automatic Finger Centro} 4 are i arly in- 
erested i 


U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
4273 Srunswiek NEW YORK CITY 


Send n free book Music Lessons in 
Your Owr Hi. e ‘Als lustrated Folder This does 
{ put me under any « bligatior (Please Write Plainly.) 
Have you 
this Inst 


Instrument 


EASY TT, NEW | 


STYLE GUARANTEED 
HOSIERY. bast wear or 
replaced free—All the latest 

styles—fabrics and colors— 
BIG PROFITS—Repeat 
orders bring you regular 
income. YOUR PAY IN 
ADVANCE—Just write 
orders—WE DELIVER and 
COLLECT—No capital or 
experience needed—Sam- 
ples furnished -All colors— 
grades including finest silks. 
Station 6333, Cincinnati, Ohio 


Mac-O-Chee Co. 


If you are now maxing less than $40 a week, 
I will guarantee to place you in a fine Elec- 
trical position after you finish my training 
rantee your pay will be raised at least 
or 1 will refund every cent of your 
money. Here is your chance to become an 
Electrical Expert AT HOME in spare time! 
If you're not over 40, even if you 
have on|y common se 


plete infor 
ol 
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matior 
Ouniad 
22 famous Electrical Engineersfrom 
General Electric, Westinghouse, etc 
helped me make Duniap-training t e most 
compiete and up-to-date, the only home — 
training that justifies ek raise guara 
Electricity needs you. My JOB-METHOD ives. — 
every angie of Electricity easily, in double-quick time. 


Write me AT ONCE! 


“ AMERICAN SCHOOL, the only 
tye y NO PROFIT correspondence 
actual Electrical jobs wit school more and 
these outfits. Motor,tools, 'ter train sing for less money. 
materialsandinstruments %«"'! ny free bool et the 
incladed. facts pportunities 

in Electricit see all that my 
Earn While Learning training includes, find out how 
Lack of ready cash need quickly and easily yet 
not keep you back. Ishow ready for « guarantee 1 job and 
yoo how to make this = raix Just send name and 
«raining pay for itself. address t 
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How Long Shall I Wait? 


[Continued from page 60] 


war or college might justify several years 


of waiting. But Bruce is in business. He 
may not be getting rich, but he is not 
starving to death either. Then, she says, 
the longer he keeps a girl waiting the 


weaker becomes her hold on him, and the 
greater becomes the chance of his chang- 
ing his mind. Until someday there is no 
at all of his coming back to her. 
\unt Martha declares this applies not only 
to his marrying a particular girl, but to 
his marrying at all. If a man is not mar- 
the time he is thirty—or a woman 
either—every year that passes after that 
means a smaller and smaller chance of his 
w her ever getting married. All of which 
makes me think, not only about Frank, 
but about myself. I am now twenty-seven. 

When Bruce came home for a visit last 
summer, he was changed. Of course, he 
was the same Bruce underneath it all, but 
well, he did not kiss me right there at the 
station, as | thought he would. I| was a 
bit shy, too, about kissing him, since he 
looked so different. 


H* CAME in the afternoon, wearing a 
different suit of clothes, quite niity. I 
mentioned his suit. He was pleased, and 
said that people had to dress in the city— 
business necessity. 

Finally | asked him was earning 
good money now. He saw me 
at his clothes, | guess. It seemed 
me he looked like an actor or a sales- 
man, or something, in those clothes 

“Oh, not so good, and not so bad,” he 
|said, but he looked out of the window 
instead of looking at me. “They have 
raised me to fifty.” 

“Fifty dollars a week!" I said. I never 
dreamed that he was earning that much. 

“Oh, but that’s nothing in the city,” he 
said. “It much to live there. 
You can't save anything.” 

“I suppose not,” I said. “But, still, | bet 
[ could on fifty dollars a week. That 
seems to me quite a lot of money.” | 


he 


costs so 


| was thinking that the two of us could live 


on that, but I didn’t say so. Somehow, | 
had a sinking sensation. 

“Oh, but I am going to make more, 
Connie. I hope soon to be making 
seventy-five.” 

“Oh, of course, I hope so,” I said, “but 
it really doesn't matter so far as | am 
concerned.” And | went over and looked 
out of the window. He understood me 
perfectly, because he promptly followed 
me over. 


“What's the matter with my little Con- 
nie,” he said, and he took me by the shoul- 
ders. I stiffened up all over but he turned 
me around and had me in his arms, and | 
tried to fight him off. 

“Connie—my Connie! 
I heard a catch in his voice, and all at 
once he seemed to be just the same old 
Bruce that had left me so long before and 
that | had been waiting for. As soon as 
that, I relaxed and cried on his 
shoulder, while he kissed me. 

But | would never mention the subject 
of when we were to be married. I ex- 
pected him to do that. 


he was saying. 


HERE was the experience of Agnes 

Newman last summer. It happened a 
few days after Bruce had been here and 
it gave me quite a shaking up—though as 
for poor Agnes, it nearly killed her. She 
was engaged to Clyde Stockbridge for a 
couple of years before Clyde went to the 
city, and that was two years ago. Agnes 


was patiently waiting for him, when all of 
a sudden last summer she received a letter 
same mail an engage- 
I happened to be with 
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from him and in the 
ment announcement 


\gnes at the post office when she got the 
mail, the two envelopes. 

She did not open them right there, but 
carried them home. 

She opened the letter first and began to 
read. Then she reached for the other 
envelope, the announcement, and poked it 
over to me to see for myself, and her 
fingers trembled. She read it to the end, 
then she crushed the letter and the en- 
— in her hands. 

Well, I’m glad that’s over,’ 
‘heaved a sigh. 

“Oh, Agnes!” I 

“Oh, we're just through. I wrote him 
we were through,” she said gaily, and tried 
to laugh, but she could not keep her lip 
from trembling. “Thank Heavens, 
found him out, after four years. Huh, 
four years. \nd we're through, we're 
through, we're through——” 

Then she broke down, in 
have never seen any girl cry like that. 
She went down on her knees and cried 
in my lap, and I tried to comfort her. 
Later, I had her come over to our place, 
and we tried to make her comiortable. She 
felt better after her long cry, but Agnes 
has never been the same since. 

However, here was Agnes, 
some city girl after a four years’ engage- 
ment. I have already waited five. And, 
now, another new factor enters the situa- 
tion. 

There is another man, and a very worthy 
man, who wishes to marry me. You see, 
this may be my only opportunity to marry 
a man of the right kind. I cannot go to 
the city and find a job where | might meet’ 
more men, because I cannot desert Aunt 
Martha If | were married, she might 
come along with me. However, I may 
never meet another mar whom I would 
want to marry. For you know how it is 
in these small towns; so many of the best 
young men go to the big cities. 


’ and she 


cried. 


hysterics. | 


deserted for 


R. HOWARD 


posed to me, 


has not exactly pro- 
but he almost did—one 


of those hints that show what is coming. 
He had walked home from a church 
supper with us, and Aunt Martha had 
hurried into the house. He stood a 
moment at our gate. 
‘Do you know, Miss Weston, the only 


thing I don't like about you is your name.’ 
“Constance?” said I. 
“No, not Constance 
Then he repeated it. “I 
“The name?” I said. 
“But I don’t like your 
Constance Weston could 
upon.” 
“For instance?” I asked, 
what he was driving at. 


I love—Constance.” 
love Constance.” 


last name. 


be improved 


never dreaming 


“Well, for instance, Constance Howard 
sounds very well.” 
It was really quite sudden, and yet it 


might have been only silly talk, you know. 

So you see, though I am not committed 
in any way to Doctor Howard, it still 
might lead to something. In some ways he 
may be the better man of the two. But 
when all is said and done, I love Bruce. 
I want him. 

If I could only have some positive assur- 
ance that Bruce would not fail me. If he 
had only laid out a definite plan when he 
was here and set a date for our marriage, 
or asked me to set one, a positive date— 
even though it was two or three years 


away—I would wait for him. 
I do not want to be unfair to him, but 
is he being fair to me? Shall I write to 


him and ask him to commit himself defi- 
nitely, offer to let him withdraw? I 
simply cannot let the thing drift. 

What shall I do? 


x 

/ 
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Maybe We Were 
Both Wrong 


[Continued from page 37] 
raised his eyebrows. “Dance?” he asked. 

As I had refused the others, I couldn't 
have danced even if | had wanted to. 

But before I quite knew what was hap- 
pening he reached down and closed a hand 
on my arm and drew me forcibly to my 
feet, and into his arms. I should have been 
furious, but somehow | wasn’t—I rather 
liked it. 

During the dance he spoke just once. 

“You dance just as I knew you would,” 
he said. 


HEN the dance was finished, he led 

me to a little seat in the corner, partly 
hidden from the room, and sat down beside 
me. 
“I'll have to see a lot of you, Mary,” he 
said. “You're the nicest thing I’ve laid my 
eves on this spring. If I'd known I was 
going to see you, I'd not have made that 
fool business engagement this afternoon. 
However, I'll be here temorrow—and for 
every day—until you come again.” He of- 
iered his hand, and when | laid mine in 
it he raised it quickly to his lips, keeping 
his eyes on mine. I smiled up at him, and 
he leaned quickly and kissed me just at 
the base of my neck. It was like a red hot 
brand on my flesh, and I shrank back 
furious. I looked swiftly around, but no 
one had seen, and before | could speak 
he had gone. I went at once to Regina. “I 
must go home,” I said. 

“Why, darling, the party is just start- 
ing.” She looked at me closely. “Cliff 
been getting fresh?” she asked. 

| shook my head and bit my lip. She put 
her arm around me. 

“Don’t be a little fool, Mary,” she said. 
‘This is New York, and if you're a prude 
no one suffers but you. Everyone does the 
thing that amuses him here, and no one 
minds—so get next to the game and play 
it for all it’s worth.” 

Just then a nice black-haired boy came 
up and demanded an introduction. 

‘This is Johnny Duncan,” said Regina, 
and left us alone. 

‘They are playing stud and roulette in 
the other room,” he said. 

“Let's not go. It’s much more fun to 
talk to you,” he said. 

“But—” I objected. 

“But what, Mary?” he asked slowly. His 
eyes held mine in sort of a hypnotic spell. 
It frightened me, most of all because I 
liked it. It gave me an exalting sense 
of power to know that I could move men 
so—other men besides Lem. Suddenly the 
thought of my husband broke the magic 
spell. 

“I must go home right now!” I said 
breathlessly. 

“You can’t go now. I’m not sure 
that you can ever go again,” he said, a 
little unsteadily, but he did not touch me. 

“Oh yes, I can go,” I answered, and 
with all the dignity I could muster I 
walked toward the stairs. 

He reached me in a flash and bent me 
back in arms that were strong as rope. 

“Mary, Mary,” he breathed, “how can 
you throw away a golden moment like 
this. You could care for me, Mary; I can 
read it in your eyes. What a sweetheart 
you'd be!” 


” 


RIDE forbade my screaming, and he 

held me helpless, but I was really very 
angry now. All of a sudden my fury 
was communicated to my companion, and 
it amused him. He realized that I couldn't 
move, and so he punished me by bringing 
his head down to mine, letting me realize 
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ICK at heart the trembling girl 
shuddered at the words that de- 
livered her to this terrible fate of 
the East. How could she escape 
from this Oriental monster into. whose hands she 
had been given—this mysterious man of mighty 
power whose face none had yet seen? ‘ 
Here is anextraordinary situation. What was 
to be the fate of this beautiful girl? Who was this strange emissary whom no one 
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his purpose before he accomplished it. 

Slowly, ever so slowly he kissed me. It 
was a possessive kiss that someway seemed 
to enrage me 

I pounded his chest with helpless hands, 
and finally with a laugh he let me go. 
raced up the stairs, and at the top | 
turned 

“Beast!” 1 shot at him over the rail, 
when I was well out of reach. “Thief—l 
hate you!” 

I put on my own clothes as quickly as 
1 could; I did not even try to find Regina, 
but slipped through the deserted living 
room and out onto the street. | was glad 
to breathe the free air again, but my mind 
was full of conflicting thoughts about 
Regina and the parties that she gave. What 
|sort of people were these men she knew? 

Cliff Devereaux and Johnny Duncan— 
two men in one afternoon! That pace was 
too fast for me. I felt that I was lucky 
to have escaped with nothing worse hav- 
ing happened to me, and | made up my 
mind never to go back again 

But, alas, for good intentions! 

Lem was abstract and moody at dinner 
I tried to be especially charming to make 
up for a guilty conscience, but it did no 
good at all 

“Let’s go out somewhere,” I said when 
we had finished eating. 1 was restless and 
nervous. 

“I’ve work to do, Mary,” Lem answered, 
“and I must do it, dear. It is for your 
sake that I want success, so try to be 
patient, honey. Someday we'll be past the 
place where we have to worry.’ 

It was absurd, but I was injured. I was 
horribly jealous of Lem-—-not of other 
women, for there were none—but of ever) 
|interest that took him even momentarily 
away from me. I! didn’t know what | 
really wanted, but | guess it was to ab- 
sorb him to the exclusion of every other 
interest. I loved him in a crazy sort of 
way, and I wanted to be sure that he loved 
me in just that ridiculous manner. 


HE afternoon was still vivid in my 

thoughts. Hadn't I proved that | could 
move men in a curious manner? I took all 
that had happened as a compliment and 
| tribute to my personal attractiveness. 

After a bit I left Lem and tried to read, 
but somehow I could not concentrate on 
| the printed page. Finally I undressed, and 
| went to bed—but not to sleep. I tossed 
and thought, and the more | thought the 
farther away sleep was. There was just 
one thing I wanted and that was the proof 
that Lem, as well as the others, couldn't 
resist me. I needed it tonight to straighten 
|me out with myself. 
| I opened my dresser and looked over the 
| neatly stacked piles of exquisite silk under- 
| wear. It was a weakness of mine to wear 
lovely underthings. 1 shook out a piece 
or two, and found what I was looking for 


| —a little pink combination with a tiny net 


ruffle on the bottom. 

There was a misty white scarf I wanted, 
too. When [ found it | walked very 
quietly to the Victrola and turned it on, 
and began to dance. It had been years 
since | had improvised steps to music, and 
Lem had never seen me do it. He looked 
up now a little surprised, and then he 
pushed his chair back from the table and 
watched me. 

I was oblivious of Lem, at least for the 
moment, but not for long. He crossed 
the room and caught me, and his hands 
hurt where they closed on my arms. On 
his face was a look I had never seen be- 
| fore—and back of it something very like 
hate. 

“You little witch,” he said. “Why is it 
you raise the dickens with a man? It 
| was as if a stranger spoke. He kissed my 


lips and throat, and I thought of Cliff Dev 
ereaux’s kiss that afternoon. 
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Passion I 


had seen in Lem before, but it had always 


been tempered with tenderness. This thing 
was quite different—it seered me. 

“Don't—don't,” I protested, pushing this 
strange Lem aw ay 

‘Don't what?” he asked roughly. “Don't 
what? You brous ght this on yourself. It’s 
the only language you understand—now 
take your medicine.” 

*Please—please,” I begge 

He let me go as suddenly as he had 
caught me, and slumping down he pressed 
his face in his hands. I stood above him, 
not knowing what to say. 

“Oh,” he groaned, “what a rotten thing!” 
He raised his face and laoked at me. 
“Mary.” he said, “is this all love means 
to you 


d. 


WAS very angry. I had no intention 
of taking the blame, although I knew 

in my heart [| was solely responsible. 
“I don’t know what you mean,” I said. 


Pg do—you do,” he answered. “You 
make that lovely body of yours a whip to 
drive me. You have the instincts of a 


courtesan. I love you, Mary, but you are 
killing all that’s good in that love. It is 
like a garden that has gone rank. Passion 
that is the result of love is one thing— 
but passion as an end in itself is another— 
and quite a different thing. I won't have 
a wife and feel toward her as | felt toward 
you a moment ago 

| felt the truth of what he said, and i 
cut me. My temper was at white heat 

‘You are disgusting,” I said. “I am the 

one who has been insulted, and you blame 
me. I'm sick of you.” 
He rose unsteadily. “You are rig ht,”” he 
said. “I have talked to you and treated 
you as if you were a woman of the streets. 
That can’t happen to my wife. I apolo- 
gize, and I'll get out until I feel differ- 
ently.” 

| was terribly scared, but pride wouldn't 
let me show it. He packed his bag, and 
when he was ready to leave he came over 
to where I was curled up on the bed. 

“I'll send you a check every week. For 
the next month I’ve a great deal of work 
to do, and I can’t do it here. If you need 
me, you'll have my address.” Stooping he 
brushed my cheek with his lips. 

I thought for the first few days after he 
left that I would die with loneliness. I 
stayed away from Regina's, for I coupled 
my trouble with Lem with my visit to her 
apartment. I knew that all that Lem had 
said was true, that it was my overwhelm- 
ing desire to make men lose their heads 
over me that had caused all the trouble. 
It had given me a sense of power that 
amounted to the same sort of stimulant 
that some people get from drugs 

I stuck it out for a week, and then I 
went again to the apartment on Riverside 
Drive. Regina greeted me a little coolly. 

“Why did you run off so?” she asked. 
“Cliff has been here everyday looking for 
you, and he’s pestered me to death for your 
address.” 

[ went upstairs and put on the same 
costume she had loaned me before. I had 
worked myself around to the point where 
| believed that I was paying Lem back for 
his bad treatment of me. However, I de- 
termined to be very careful, and prove to 
myself that I knew where to draw the line. 


LIFF came in a few minutes after I 
did, and I was impressed again with 
his extraordinary good looks. 

“What a glad surprise,” he said, bending 
low over my hand ‘I’ve been faithful, 
but you haven't.” There was a look of 
understanding in his eyes, as if we had a 
secret pact, he and I. 

[he usual crowd came, only today Re- 
gina danced for them. She had done a 
lot of hard work since she had been in 
New York, and her dancing showed it. 
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so lovely as a certain fair-haired 
child I know,” Cliff said, lifting one of my 
curls. “How | should love to see you 
dance. Would you let me design the cos- 
tume ?” 

He bent over me, holding my eyes with 
his. 


Somehow | thought of that terrible night 
when I had danced for Lem, such a little | 
while ago. The thought turned me lonely. | 
If I could just have him back—after all, | 
what did anything else matter? He was 
right about everything he had said. | kept 
him from his work, even when I knew he 
was doing it for me—because | wanted to 
possess him exclusively, completely. What 
a strange sort of love, that really wanted 
nothing save to ruin the thing it loved. 

“Will you, sometime?” my companion 
insisted, bringing me abruptly back to my 
surroundings. 

“Perhaps,” 
doing it. 

“Tonight,” he pleaded. 
large with fear. 

“Oh, no,” I said rising. 

Just then there was the usual exodus to 
the dining room, where the games were 
starting, and I made as if to follow. Cliff 
would not let me go. 

“All right,” he began pleasantly, “if you 
wont dance for me, at least let me take 
you where we can both watch some. How | 
about the Follies—would you like to go?” 

My face must have reflected my plea- 
sure. I loved the theater, and I hadn't seen 
the newest Follies’ production. 

“But—” I hesitated. 

“But nothing! I'll call for you at seven, 
and we'll have dinner.” 

So again I yielded to a desire for plea- 
sure. I felt sure that I could handle Dev- 
ereaux, and it was wonderful to be admired 
in the obvious way that he admired me. 


I evaded, hating myself for 


My eyes grew 


E HAD a charming dinner, and the 

Follies were wonderful, and Cliff 
was really perfect. He did not make one 
move that I could resent. At the door of 
my apartment he looked at his watch. 

“It’s very early. I've been purposely 
good, so you would go again with me. 
Can't I come up for a nightcap?” he asked. 

“For just five minutes,” I granted, know- 
ing very well that I shouldn’t let him. 

I made him as comfort. ble as I could, 
and gave him some of Lem’s liquor. Pretty 
soon he began to look curiously around at 
the sweet simplicity of my home. 

“I don’t understand your being friends 
with Regina,” he said presently. “You are 
so unlike a 

“Are we?” I asked. 

“Yes—she’s pure temptation. One recog- 
nizes it instantly, and is warned. But you! 
You're like some deadly sort of scent, that 
grows on a man until he can't live without 
it. You look like a saint, you know, Mary, 
with those Madonna eyes of yours. But 
one wants to destroy—” 

I got to my feet. 

“You'll have to go now,” I said. 

He shrugged and picked up his hat and 


stick. 
“Why can't you be reasonable?” he 
asked. “You must know that you are play- | 


ing with high explosive when you play 
with men. You are just not made to get 
away with it, Mary, because, you see, men 
lose their heads over you completely.” 

He was standing now directly in front 
of me, leaning towards me a little, and I 
was afraid of what I saw in his eyes. 
tried to get away. 

“I love you,” he said unsteadily. Sud- 
denly the whole thing made me want to 
cry. 
“You are all wrong. I’m none of the 
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things you think. Please let me go, and 
I'll tell you,” I pleaded 

But he wouldn't let me go, and I began 
to cry. I did not care much what hap 


pened to me then; nothing seemed to 
matter at all. 
HERE came a moment when Cliff 
stood looking beyond me stupidly. I 


felt his arms loosen and | tore away. In 
the doorway stood Lem watching us. He 
had let himself in with his key, and neither 
of us had heard him. 

“Oh,” I breathed in relief, 
But he pushed me aside. 

“Who are you?” he asked Cliff. 

‘Ask the lady,” Cliff answered 

“Who is that man?” Lem thundered. 

“Lem, let me explain,” I begged. “I met 
him at Regina’s. He took me to dinner 
and the Follies tonight, and I just asked 
him to go.” My explanation sounded weak 
even to my own ears. 

Lem turned on Cliff with a snarl. “Get 
out of here, and if I ever catch you back 
here, I'll kill you,” he said. 

The door closed and | threw myself on 
the divan and wept hysterically. Lem paid 
no more attention to me than if I had 
not been there. He was busy about some- 
thing in the bedroom 

Finally I crawled toward the door. I 
must speak to him. He was packing his 


flying to him. 


| trunk with all the things he had left when 


he went out with only his bag a week ago. 

Something told me that this was the end. 

I came slowly up to him and touched his 
arm. 

“Look at me, Lem,” 

“I don’t want to 
answered. 

“Yes, but you must,” 
in my eyes.” 

He turned then and looked at me, and I 
have never seen such misery in a human 
face before. 

“Well,” he said, 
I loved.” 

It was too much for me. 
floor at his feet, and put my 
around his knees. 

“Please, Lem, please believe me. All 
that you have said about me is true, but 
wanted was you—and you 


T said. 
look at you,” he 


I insisted. “Look 


“T see the girl I thought 


I sank on the 
arms tight 


first I was willing to use 
any means no matter how degraded. But 


in order to be 


dear. I love 
haven't done 
Don’t you 


it was because | loved you, 
you still, and only you. | 
anything wrong—only foolish. 
believe me, Lem?” 

He reached down and lifted me to my 
feet, and then because I couldn’t stand 
alone he carried me over to the bed and 
laid me on it, sitting on the edge beside 
me. 

My face was wet with hot tears, and 
I wanted to die. couldn't look at him, | 
couldn't plead anymore. He'd have to be- 
lieve what I'd said. 

There was a long pause; then Lem spoke. 


ARY, I think we've both been wrong, 
but there is something behind it that 
I don't understand. I love you, dear. I’ve 
always loved you since the first time | 
looked into those lovely eyes of yours——” 

‘That's it,” | broke in, sitting up straight ; 
“IT was never sure. I thought you asked 
me to marry you because that old cat 
found you kissing me, and that you wanted 
to help me out of a jam. 

Lem threw back his head and laughed a 
laugh in which the relief fairly bubbled. 

‘hy, darling, didn't you know I was 
mad about you for a month before that? 
I was afraid of you because you had such 
a funny little touch-me-not manner.” 

“You called on Regina as much as you 
did me,” I protested. 

“That was to talk about you,” 
“She knew I loved you. 

“She never told me,’ I answered. “All 
this time, Lem, I’ve thought I had to be a 
vamp to hold you,” and I sighed happily 
against his shoulder. 

He kissed me and there was everything 
in that kiss that any girl could desire from 
the man she loves. There was tenderness, 
and passion, and the strength of a love 
reborn. 

“I love you,” he said softly, “just as 
you are. I love you. You're perfect.” 

That, taken all in all, is a pretty satis- 
factory statement, and whenever it seems 
to me that Lem’s work is keeping him 
from paying me the attention that is so 
necessary to my hatidlnees I try to re- 
member those two word “You're per- 
tect. 


he said. 


Good Enough to Marry 


[Continued from page 45] 


all I've ever ; 
only. I wanted to be first in your life, and 
canal. I saw farmers plowing close be- 


side the tow-path. I saw hills in the dis- 
tance. We were far away from anywhere 
knew. 

Dirk turned me so I could see him. 

“I guess,” he said slowly, “you've about 
decided to stay with me.” 

I could not cry anymore. There were 
no more tears. But I spoke with a dry 
throat. 

“Are you—are you going to marry me, 
Dirk ?” 

“Why should 1?” “Why 
should I marry you: 

“Dirk!” 1 cried desperately. 
got to! You've got to! 

He threw back his head and laughed. 

“Not much! I could keep you on this 
boat for ten years and nobody’d know it. 
\nd you sort of forget how far this kind 
of boat travels, sometimes. We'll wind up 
in New Orleans, likely.” He looked at me 
sombrely. “The funny thing is that | 
loved vou. I did want to marry you. 
Maybe, sometime a 

“Dirk! Please!’ 
ploringly. “You've got to! 

“No,” he said steadily, “I haven't got 
to. But if you act right, if you change 
around enough so I'll want to keep you 
and not feel like kicking you off at some 
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he asked coldly. 


“You've 


I clutched at him im- 
~~ 


ba ckwoods village—why, maybe I'll do 
someday 

I sobbed dry sobs that 

“Tll—I'll do anything, 
only marry me.” 

His eyes stared into mine. They terri- 
fied me. 

“You'll do anything I tell you,” he said 
evenly, “whether I marry you or not.” 

I got down on my knees to him before 
he did marry me—three months later. The 
preacher who married us, on the deck of 
the boat, is the only man I have spoken 
to since. 


throat 
you'll 


hurt my 
Dirk, if 


ND that was two years ago. Dirk 
lets me write to my parents. In my 
first letter he made me tell them just why 
he kidnapped me, and he mailed the letter 
himself. They got it. I think that after 
they recovered from their horror they were 
glad that I escaped so easily. Some girls 
don't 
I got off easily. Dirk did marry me. 
But I think he’d kill me if he saw me 
speak to another man. And he may be 
right. I don’t know. I think I love Dirk 
so much I'd be true to him anyway. But 
there was a time when a new man meant 
new thrills. 
And I'm married now. 
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Now You'll Know 


[Continued from page 73] 


wide, appeared wild enough for anything. 

I began to be a little afraid. “Howard,” 
I said, “let's go back now. 

“No—no!” he exclaimed, frowning. 

Just then a taxi drove by, the driver’s 
eye fixed hopefully on us. “Taxi?” 

“Taxi! Yes!” Howard raised a per- 
emptory hand. 

I drew back. “Oh, no!” I cried. 

“Yes, yes!” Howard half lifted me in, 
then tumbled in himself. “The station! 
he shouted to the driver. 

Then, turning to me he said, “Listen, 
Theo, darling! You're going to marry 
me—tonight—in one hour, at Garretsville. 
Do you hear? We're just in time for 
the twelve-forty train.’ 

His voice was gentle, caressing. His 
face was close to mine. All the magnetic 
charm of the boy, and he had much, was 
in his dark, burning eyes and his persua- 
sive voice. 

“T love you!” His arm went round my 
waist gently, his eyes were pleading, eager. 

Fear left me, and my pulses leaped. 
He leaned closer. He held me crushed 
against him until I lay limp, exhausted, in 
his arms. My will power was gone. I 
felt as if I would gladly follow him to 
the ends of the earth. 

We drove up to the station just as the 
train thundered in. 

was certainly as one spellbound, for 
that hour's journey passed in a dream. 
Then came Garretsville, another taxi, and 
lights, a hotel, a few staring men, an 
elevator, an open door, a closed door and 
the key turned. I was face to face with 
Howard Appleby in a hotel room. 

Panic seized me. “But, Howard,” I 
stammered, “we were going to be married.” 

‘In the morning, sweetheart, yes—of 
course, but it’s too late tonight.” Then 
he caught me in his arms. 

Ah, well, what was a poor, half-hypno- 
tized, silly little girl to do? 


HE next day we found ourselves in 

a strange hotel with nothing to wear 
except evening clothes. Howard was not 
at all disturbed. 

“The first thing to do is to telephone 
the best department store in town and 
get some rags to wear,” he said easily. 

When the things came I selected a plain 
dress and hat. We would get shoes as 
soon as we had breakfasted. 

It was past noon when we descended 
to the dining room. Howard yawned 
over his coffee. Vainly I fought against 
a growing feeling of profound depression. 
Howard seemed suddenly a stranger to 
me. The thought of labs kept coming 
to my mind, but I crowded it back. I 
could not bear to think of Tabs—a lump 
rose in my throat whenever I did. 

Tabs! Tabs never would have done 
what Howard Appleby had done—rushed 
a young, excited girl off her feet this way. 
I choked back my tears and tried bravely 
to be loyal to this man who was my hus- 
band—or who soon would be. 

Well,” he said at last, and grinned 
lazily at me, “now what? Shall we go 
back today? And what shall we tell ’em?” 

“Why, yes—we'd better go back.” My 
voice shook. I waited for him to suggest 
our marriage. 

But he made no such suggestion. I was 
utterly migerable, the more so because in 
some indefinable way his manner to me 
had undergone a change. For instance, he 
let me put on my coat without assistance. 
I recalled his eagerness to buckle my skate 
strap two days before. Only two days ago, 
only yesterday, I was a careless, happy 
girl. It seemed incredible. I felt so old 
now, and. so unhappy. 


he Strangest Beaut 
essage You Ever Rea 


What Dr. Tyrrell whispered into the ears of Lillian 
Russell and Anna Held—a Health and Beauty 
Formula now Possessed by 800,000 Women and Girls. 


OME will be immensely shocked. 
But most will be deeply and 
everlastingly grateful for this 
frankness. 

We must today face the physical 
side of life with eyes wide open. It 
is a by-gone age when legs had to be 
referred to, if at all, as limbs; when 
the showing of shapely ankles was 
immodest. 


Lillian Russell—Anna Held 


Yet even in that past age when Dr. 
Tyrrell met Lillian Russell and Anna 
Held and was asked by them how 
their beauty could be increased and 
preserved he was outspokenly frank 
concerning the Internal Bath. He did 
not mince matters and his listeners, 
instead of fleeing from his plain 
speech took his words to heart and 
became his devoted followers. 


Nine Out of Ten 


—women and girls—men, also—are 
being poisoned from within, according 
to medical authorities. 

Instantly you think of constipation. 
You are mistaken. This prevalent 
condition of women and girls today 
is called Auto-intoxication, which 
mean self-poisoning. It comes from 
an organ of the body “going wrong.” 

This organ is called the colon or 
large intestine. It is intended to rid 
the body of poisonous débris. But 
under conditions of modern living it 
seldom does this completely. Gener- 
ally it retains some of the poisonous 
débris and lets it escape into the blood. 


Beauty’s Poisoner 


This poison that escapes into the blood 
from the colon is extremely insidious. 
Some it makes grotesquely and pallidly 
fat: others it makes thin and haggard. 
With all, it takes the rich redness out of 
the blood so that the complexion becomes 
sallow. Impurities come to the surface in 
the skin, forming blemishes such as eczema 
and blackheads. The poorness of the blood 
starves the flesh so that hollows come in 
some places while in others flabby fat takes 
the place of firm flesh. 

The sum total of Auto-intoxication is 
premature old age. It claims as its victims 
both girls budding into womanhood and 
women in the full blossom of maturity— 
suddenly they begin getting old. Neither 
powder, nor rouge, nor massage, nor diet, 
nor exercise will hide the signs of poison- 
ing from within. Day and night, asleep or 
awake, this terrible, horrible enemy of 
beauty is at work marring, ° defacing 


Nature’s glorious temple. 
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Beauty’s Greatest Friend 


This is INTERNAL BATHING—not 
the conventional enema, not physics, not 
oils, not cathartics ... but the J. B. 
Cascade treatment. The one that Dr. 
Tyrrell, that famous physician, mentioned 
to those marvelous beauties, Lillian Russell 
and Anna Held, and the treatment they 
religiously followed. 

Only the Cascade Internal Bath can 
cleanse the colon of its impurities and poi- 
sons. It is the only medical appliance that 
flushes the colon in its entirety. Thus the 
only one that can destroy those beauty and 
health marring germs—put an end to Auto- 
intoxication. And the secret is—the me- 
chanical features of the appliance itself plus 
the treatment of the water with Dr. 
Tyrrell’s remarkable antiseptic tonic. There 
is no pain. A woman can take a Cascade 
Internal Bath in fifteen minutes. 


These Marvelous Beauty 
Changes 


As soon as the constant, even if slight, 
poisoning from the colon is stopped the 
blood cleanses itself at the lungs where it 
goes to breathe. Then it starts at once 
restoring health, rebuilding beauty. 

The change in complexion due to pure 
blood is almost magical. Dark blotches and 
eye circles vanish. The skin changes 
rapidly to the softly glowing baby fresh- 
ness. A buoyancy of body and spirits such 
as only the trained athlete knows comes 
from this inner cleanliness. It discloses 
itself in the sparkle of eyes, new lustre of 
hair, a gracefulness of motions, a sweetness 
of breath and even in the body's natural 
perfume—the very essence of feminine 
cleanliness more enticing than all artificial 
perfumes. 


Thousands of Women Have 
Sent for this Booklet— 
Free to You 


Before his death at the ripe old age of 
71, Dr. Tyrrell put the story of INTER- 
NAL BATHING in a booklet. Sending 
for this handsomely illustrated brochure 
has been first step toward a new 
womanhood, new charm, a new youth- 
fulness and a new beauty for thousands of 
women. No ' woman who places a value on 
her physical attractiveness health 
should fail to read it. We hold a copy 
for you—FREE. Use the coupon below 
or address Tyrrell’s Hygienic Institute, 
Dept. 169, 152 West 65th Street, New 
York City. 

Fill and Mail this Coupon—Now 


Tyrrell’s Hygienic Institute, Dept. 169, 
152 West St reet, 

New York City. 

Send me without any cost on my part and without 
obligating me in any way full information on the 
Internal Beth as obtained through the use of the 
“J.B.L. Cascade."’ 


Address. ........ 


State City 


Takes Off 41 Lbs 


In Exactly 7 Weeks! 


The lady in the picture is close to an ideal 
weight. Yet two months ago she was far 
too stout—was heavier by more than forty 
pounds! Mrs. Ella Carpenter, New Or- 


leans, explains how she reduced with such 
success 


I had long wished for some means of reduc- 
ng n 170 Ibs. Being a business woman I had 
no tin ney to waste on fads: but two 
month ided to try a method that 
somet ed sensible. The trial didn’t cost 
anytt quired only a week—so I gave 
Wallace ne records a chance and here is 
vhat hap 

‘Easiest Thing I Ever Did’ 

“Fifteen minutes each evening I took the re- 
lucing m vents—to music. It was uncom- 
monly interesting; I felt better from the start. 
But I hed my weight, and om is what 
thrille ve; / My lbs. the r Natur- 
ally I nt on with it. The : secor a well L lost 


s m re 
I n't do 


1 thing to supplement my course 


with Ww allace no Turkish baths—no starving, 
10r pate foods or drugs—I ist got thin to/| 
mus s the offer said I would. It was delight- 

illy easy. Today, my bathroom scale said 129 

not bad for my 5 ft. 5 inches!” 

Reduce wi rith ut pun te ment: without any “re- 
luced look Proof that you can costs nothing. 
The trial is really free Coupon brings the full 
first lesson—record and all—without payment 
now or on delivery. 

WALLACE (519) 
630 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 

Please cond me FREE and POSTPAID for a 


week's free trial the Original Wallace Reducing 
Record. 


Vame 


2 0; Instruments 


We havea wonderful new copyrighted system of teaching note 


y T first pu ils i ality we will give free a $20 
Violin, Tenor Banjo, Hewallan-Guita jo. Man- 
doli jan ele Ban - Mand Cornet or Banjo Guitar abso- 
tot each Pian irgan. Very small charge for 
le h you several pieces. Over 
aver. raptee success no charge. 
Compte 187 obligation. 
of Music, 1815 Orcharg St. 


course based upon 
Send 4c for illustrated book telling 


MMERCIAL 
Largest art organ- 
izationinthe world 
25 years’ actual ex- 
perience in serving 
leading advertisers everywhere. Get 
of the success of our students. Ad- 
dress Dept. 93. 
MEYER BOTH COMPANY 


offers practical 
facts before enrolling in any school. 
Michigan Ave. at 20th St. Chicago, Ill. 


We left the hotel and found a shoe store 


where | bought some street shoes, or 

rather Howard bought them for me. 
Still no word about our marriage. A 

sudden wild idea came to me of running 


from Howard and everybody 
But where should 


away—away 
I had ever seen before. 


I go and how should I live? No, I must 
face the consequences of my impulsive 
elopement. But I could not endure going 
hack unmarried. I must marry Howard 
now, | kept repeating to myseli, and never 
think of Tabs again. 


“Howard,” I said at last, “let’s go 
somewhere and sit down. We've got to 
decide what to do.” I saw now that if 


suggestion of a mar- 
one to make it. 


there was to be any 
riage [| must be the 


We went back to our hotel. As we en- 
tered our room I braced myself and be- 
gan, “Howard, you know I would never 


caveat away with you unless I had— 
loved you.” 1 broke down here and cried. 

“Why sure, sweetheart,” he said, taking 
ie in his arms, “that understands itself, 
as the Dutch say.” He laughed. 

“But,” I went on, nearly choking, “I 
thought we were going to be—married.” 

He gave a sort of whistle. 

“The deuce you did! So you weren't 
just playing the game He stepped away 
from me. I iesiead at him in terror—what 
if he should refuse? 


OMETHING in my aspect must have 

touched him and aroused all the man- 
liness there was in him. He shrugged his 
shoulders. 

such 
“that, by George, 

I was sobbing now. 
—what will they say 

“Haven't any fei. except an 
who can go hang for all I care.’ 

So we were married before a Justice 
of the Peace, and that night we returned 
to the University. 

When we got there we found that the 
house parties had broken up and the 
Junior week guests were all gone. 

But we breezed into the frat house as 
if we were the happiest couple on earth. 


he said, 


” 


a little witch,” 
I don't care if I do! 
“But—your family 


uncle 


(Oh, Tabs! Tabs! If you could have 
known!) 
Tabs had been frantic, of course, but 


luckily had not wired home of my absence. 
The rest of the boys crowded about us 
offering congratulations and saying many 
flattering things to me. 

I pretended to be so gay—so gay, when 
all the time my heart was breaking. Tabs 
was lost to me forever now. I'll never 
forget the look on his white face. 


The rest of the story is soon told. 
Howard came back home with me, met my 
parents, then flitted gayly back to college. 

When he graduated in June he was of- 
fered a position in his uncle’s office in 
Cleveland, and we went to that city to live. 

As might have been expected, our mar- 
riage was a failure. 
able. Howard had 
could never approve. 
and frequently stayed away 
for days at a time. 

I stood it for two years—until our little 
girl was running about; then I got a di- 
vorce. 

My little girl is five years old now. I 
have two things in life to live for. One 
is to bring her up so that an escapade 
such as mine will be impossible to her. 
The other is to let Tabs know—wherever 
he may be—that in spite of what I did, 
he has been the only real love of my life. 

I heard that after graduation he went 
to California to live. My one prayer is 
that he may read my story that I have 
written here, and in his heart find for- 
giveness for me. 


habits of which I 
He drank, gambled, 
from home 
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| With each sale of our wondertul 11 
| § piece Toilet Article Assortment for 


We were both miser- | 


Bright EYES Are 
a Social Asset 


Popularity comes easily to the 
woman with clear, bright, viva- 
cious EYES. Daily cleansing with 
Murine will keep your EYES free 
from irritating particles and 
encourage a clear, bright, healthy 
condition. Contains no belladon- 
na or other harmful ingredients. 


Write Murine Company, Dept. 91, 
Chicago, for book on Eye Beauty. 


RINE; 


or YOUR ‘- 
EYES 


IDEAL BOOKLETS FOR. 
IDEAL HOMES 


The Girls of the Super-Race! by Esther 


Margrander 
The American Super-Race Foundation, by 

De, Almemen LOGS... .. 25 
Unfoidment, by Norman N. Britton . 41.00 
Love, % 1.00 
Puy these booklets Read them. Give them 
Treat yourself to this most inspiring news 
that our beloved America is actually building at 

chester, N. Y., a super-race. 
What Luther Burbank has done In the Vege- 
tabl Ki dom Dr. Lucas has begun in the 
Human Kingdom. 

Bi bank highly indorses ‘‘Unfoldment,” 
ned. 


Mail $2 50 for set of all FIVE booklets. 
DR. A. I. LUCAS 


128 Plymouth Ave., Rochester, N. Y- 
DAILY 


¥ With Our Great Introductory Offer 


Giving These $1.25 
Dress-Making 


only $1.75. Total store value $4.60 


$18 2 Day Profit on only Twenty Sales 


Lucky 11 Toilet Set—Retail Value $3.35! 


My! HOW THEY SELL! 


You get the attention with the free Shears. 
Walter Harris sold 800 boxes in six weeks. 
Profit over $100 a week. You can do this too. 


Act Now! * Sell like hot cakes year " 


‘round. 

baby could sell Locky 11. 

Don't wait a minute. Save time. 
Send $1.75 for complete outfit including display case. 
At least write for circulars explaining our unique 
plans, including 80 other ages. ACT 1 


E. M. DAVIS CO 7627 CHICAGO, ILL. 
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What Have I Done? | 


[Continued from page 41] 


had all been straightened up, we found 
that there just wasn’t any money, except 
enough to take care of Mrs. Bellows. He 
had lost a great deal in some bad invest- 
ments, and very little was left. 


Strangely enough, I didn’t care. I had 


learned that money just can’t buy happi- | 


ness. 

“We'll sell this house,” I told Don, “and 
take a little apartment in town, somewhere 
near the hospital where you'll be working 
this winter. We'll get along beautifully, 
and the money won't make any difference.” 

Everybody said I was a brick, and all 
that sort of thing. But I knew that I 
wasn't at all. That’s what I told Aunt 
Sue, when she came home 
trip and stopped off to see me. 

‘I'm so glad to get away from the Club 
and the sight of Brad and Marian that Pd | 
live anywhere,” I told her. 

“You're making a great mistake, Nina,” 
she answered. “You must let go of the 
thought of Brad and accept what has hap- 
pened to you. 

“I can’t. When I think of 
and years ahead of me—’ 

“Don’t think of them. Pretend to your- 
self each day that the next morning every- 
thing is going to change. You can stand 
anything for a day.” 

“Yes, I suppose so,” 

“And here’s another thing. 


the years 


I answered. 


talking about how much Marian has done | 


for Brad, but they always add that 
course it’s really been her father’s money 
that has been back of everything. Now, 
you can do more, yourself, for your hus- 
band than she has done for hers. 

“Donald has a brilliant career ahead of 
him; even now he’s something of an au- 
thority on children’s diseases. Why don’t 
you just devote yourself to him? Make 
him what he ought to be. It will interest 
you and make you much happier than you 
are now, when you're not living for any- 
thing. I realize that you’ve kept him abso- 
lutely sober ever since your marriage. You 
can do this for him, too.” 

She knew how to reach me, through my 
pride. I began to make plans. 

We sold the house at the Club, and I 
hunted and hunted till I found a little 
apartment in New York that we could 
easily afford. Donald wasn’t making much 
money yet, you see; he was still studying, 
and was doing a great deal of experimental 
work, perfecting a cure that he thought he 
had discovered for a disease that attacks 
babies, and that had never been satisfactor- 
ily handled. He had an office with several 
very well known doctors who had worked 
with his father, but his practise was very 
small. 


HE little apartment was dingy and un- 

attractive; the living room windows 
opened on the street, but the bedroom and 
kitchen opened on an air shaft, and the 
noise and smells from all the other apart- 
ments came into ours. I didn’t care; I 
took comfort of a kind in being miserable. 
But I was determined that things weren’t 
going to last that way; we'd save all our 
money, and Donald could go abroad and 
study, and he’d be famous! 

In my heart, though, I hadn’t quite given 
Brad up. He was an ideal, almost—he 
meant love to me. 

We simply disappeared from our old 
world. Of course, being in mourning as 
we were, we weren't expected to accept 
engagements. And I told everyone that 
Don was working very hard and couldn't 
be bothered by seeing people. Everybody 
said that it was wonderful to see young 
people so much in love with each other, 
and Babbles told me that somebody had 


Everyone is | 


from a western | 
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ING QUARTETT 


Play Saw 


With Our Free Course of Instruction You Can 


play. in 3 Day 


sitively Guarantee that you can pla 

mer) within three days by following our 

“Musical Saw’’ is the easiest to play ins' 

edge of music or note reading requir 

If you howe beard our Musical iow i Vaudeville over the Radio or from Victor 
Record 1 ‘olumbia Record 8757 or Vocalion Record 14 766, you are familiar = 
with the tones produce our musical saws. 
"makes 


The ‘‘novelty’’ of pro oducing such beautiful music from ‘‘a saw 
this instrument “THE HIT’’ on any program entertainment, 


Start A Saw Quartette in your Lodge, Leg’ Post or 


Club. 
novelty organization of this kind will ‘be 
the talk of the town. it a feat- 
ure adve: 


“pe into your 
ising card at entertainments, pa: 


Send No Money Ft. Atkinson, Wis 
send the Musica! wr, 
Simply fill out the coupon and mail fees. We send you mer Free Course of In- 
e special tempered, tenor (solo ical Saw. Soft ill deposit with post 
Hammer complete Course of In C.0.D. J e. If not satis! 
$4.85 plus the Try out the instrument for “ ipment 


three days, i 


grise at your next Club 


or tart a Sawing 
io or rtette Complete information 
on this subse ect will be mai A 
with the instrumen 
MUSSEHL & WESTPHAL cont of car ip 3.28 extra, 
FT. ATKINSON, WISCONSIN Vv check bere if you wish Bow sent with instrument. 


FREE Gown Making Lessons 


Why pay $75.00 for a $25.00 Gown, when in 10 weeks’ spare 
time work, at your own home, you can learn to design and make 
it yourself? 


Why wear the same gown two and three seasons, when you 
should have two or three gowns each season? , 


Why wear stock dresses, made by the hun- 
dreds, when in a few hours of fascinating 
home work, you can design and create your 
own dress, designed just for you—your figure 
—your complexion and to match your hats? 


Over 21,000 women and girls have taken 
this fascinating work, perhaps including your 
friends or neighbors. They now have three 
times as many original gowns as they had 


before. Many have started in business and 
have increased their income by Designing | Pel 
and Creating Gowns for others. Z 
Coupon 
FRANKLIN 
Dept. W649 
Retail Price... 878.00 Immediately | 
YOU CAN MAKE 
Lace FOR Free sample lessons and ¢ mple lessons “in the 
© ict recke: 
Findings .......... 125 be sent at once. 


Your cost of Gown. $25.25 


Act Today 


You can save $49.75 
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No matter how little you know about 
music, if you can just remember a tune, 
I teach you to play Jazz, age Po 


ular Songs, BY EAR easily, quickly 
Beginners and even th 
{fashioned method gr sp the Mingare ides readily. 
Self-instruction—no teacher require u learn 
many new styles of syneopa fill-ins, 


breaks, trick endir gs, ete. Why spend yea idyi 
tiresome scales and finger exercises? I teach you to 


Bea Master of JAZZ and RAGTIME 
At Home in 90 Days 
and play any nor yu can remember, by ear. Original 
method, wonderf scaies— 
tust a little prac tive g. No other 
course like it—fully protected by ex Simply 
write your name and add Stateif you 
haveever taken pianolessons. Encl lose 6c 
in stampsand I will alsosend interesting 
chart. Ronald G. Wright, Director, 
NIAGARA SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
Niagara Falls, N. Y. 


A PERFECT LOOKING NOSE 
Can Easily Be Yours 
Trados Model No.25 


nose 1 ickly lessly 

permanent ‘ 

It is tl 
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eed t leyi 

t g 

4 ng n 

Over ser 
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Model 25 jr. for children. 
okiet, which tells 


Write for test nials son 

you how t btain a perfe 

TRILETY, SPECIALIST 
Binghamton, N. Y. 


RE REMINGTON, L.C. SMITH, ROYAL, 
— all standard makes on easiest terms ever 
offer Re-manufactured like new by the 
famous “Young Process.” 


10 Days’ Trial—5 Years Guarantee 


Our liberal “direct from factory plan’’ saves half. 
You actually use the typewriter 10 days without 
obligation to buy. Let us prove we have the great- 
est typewriter bargains ever offered. Big saving. 


Big INustrated Catalog Free 
This interesting valuable book explains fally how 
“Young Process of Re-Manufacturing’’ guarantees 
you highest quality,perfect service and satisfaction, 
YOUNG TYPEWRITER CO. Est. 1911 


Send Coupon Now 


664 W. Rand 

Send me Free book and Special 
Reduced Prices. This does not 
obligate me in any wey. 


Young Bept. 1633 | 
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commented on it at a dinner where Marian 
and Brad were, saying that it was refresh- 


ing to see such devotion as ours, when 
most young married couples seemed to 
want always to be with crowds of other 


people, as if they weren't enough for each 
other even during the first year of mar- 
riage. Babbles said Marian had blushed at 
that, for she and Brad went somewhere 
every night, or else had guests at home. 
Babbles came to see me quite often. 
Once she looked around my little living 


room and sighed. “I don't see how you 
stand it here,” she said. “When I think 
of how you've always had everything-- 


it’s just terrible.’ 

“No, it isn't; I like all this,” I told her. 
“I'm perfectly happy. Don's work is going 
awtully well, and in a little while he’s go 
ing to be a famous surgeon. You wait 
and see.” 


moments later, and | 

went into the bedroom and cried for 
hours. I hated the way we lived. I'd been 
tricked and cheated. | had a dreadiul time 
trying to cook; my hands were always 
burned and I was dead tired all the time. 
| didn't feel weil; I'd always been accus- 
tomed to Betting lots of outdoor exercise, 
and now didn’t get any. was 


HE left a few 


gant with my marketing, because I didn’t 
know one kind of meat from another, or 
how to buy. And it seemed as if it took 


al! day to clear our three rooms. 
I'd tell myself that someday, before long, 
things would be different. It might be very 


soon that Don would perfect that treat- 
ment he was working on, and that would 
mean fame for him at once. It would 
mean more money, too. But I wondered 


if | could ever hang on till then. 
Meanwhile, I tried to get rid of my love 
for Brad Thayer, but I just couldn't. 
Mornings when I'd finished the breakfast 
dishes, I'd sit down and read the society 
notes in the paper. Marian and Brad were 
oiten mentioned. At first they were always 
together. “Mr. and Mrs. Bradley Thayer 
were in Mrs. Henry Leland’s box at the 
opera last night.” “The Bradley Thayers 
are taking a party of friends to Quebec 


for the winter sports.” 
Later on, the notices changed. Marian 
was going to Palm Beach, and Brad would 


Marian was in New York, 
entertaining distinguished foreign guests, 
and Brad was at Pinehurst for the golf. 

I'd sit there in my grubby little kitchen 
that smelled of yellow soap and ammonia 
and read those notices, and imagine 
scrawny little Marian in a frock cut clear 
to the waist, wearing all her diamonds, and 
wonder why things had been so hideously 
arranged. Why should she have such loads 
of money so that she could get what | 
wanted? Had money bought happiness for 
her, after all? It didn't look so, with Brad 
apparently wanting always to be where she 
wasn't. 


join her later. 


ONALD and I never went anywhere. 
| was determined that he'd get ahead 
as fast as possible. So evenings he'd read 
medical books and magazines, and before 
we went to bed we'd take a long walk. 
Don got awfully tired of just working 
and coming home and working some more. 
Then his married sister had a baby, and 
Donald went perfectly crazy over it. He 
had always adored children. He and | 
went to see Louise and the baby one Sunday 
afternoon, and from that time on Donald 
was simply gone. Every Sunday he 
wanted to go to his sister’s. 
I went twice, and then stopped. There 
were other people there, people I'd known 


in the old days. But in less than a year 
a gulf had spread between us. My clothes 
were old-fashioned and shabby. My work- 


ing hard so that we could save money was 
a good thing to do, but it didn’t make my 
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looking be- 


hands any less red and funny 
side the other women’s. 
Finally, | didn't go to Louise’s any more. 
But | urged Donald to go. He needed 
the change, and Louise’s house was always 
gay and full of people. 
One night when he came home he woke 


me up. 

“Nina,” he said, as he sat down on the 
side of the bed. “I’ve been thinking 
things over. We're getting along pretty 


well, I'm beginning to make a little more, 
and my work is going well, so that if | 
work out that treatment I’ve been slaving 
over | won't have to go abroad and study. 
Don't you think we might _ stop saving 
every cent, and have a baby? 

lor a moment | couldn’t answer. He 
went on, telling me how wonderful Louise's 
boy was, now that it was beginning to 
laugh—and how it came to him, and all 
that sort of thing. People said it looked 
like him, a strong family resemblance. And 
he wanted a son of his own. 

I didn’t know then why | 
the thought of having a baby 
I realized that it was because in my heart 
I still clung to Brad. Though I'd never 
admitted it to myself, I’d thought that 
somehow, in some way that I didn't plan, 
everything would be straightened out for 
me. It was a dream that | couldn't give 
up. 

But there were lots of other reasons for 
not having a child. One was money. 

“We just can't afford it now, Donald,” 
I said. “We'd have to have a servant at 
home, and we'd have to move into a better 
apartment, where the air was fresh, and 
wed have all the expense of a nurse— 
we just can't do it.” 

“But couldn't we manage somehow?” he 
asked, “You'd love to have one, wouldn't 
you? 

Suddenly I seemed to lose my mind. I 
was awfully tired, of course, and nervous, 
and all that. I sat up in bed and just 
screamed, 

“No, I don’t want a baby, ever,” I said. 
“Things are bad enough now. I’ve done 
the best | could, but I’m not happy with 
you, and never have been. I've been just 
as good a wife to you as if I’d loved you, 
but | can't go on any longer. I've worked 
till I'm sick, and | hate it.” 

It « " like the things people say in delir- 
ium. I'd never have said it if I'd been 
well. 

Don got up, his face white as paper. He 
didn't say anything, just walked out of the 
room. \ moment later the front door 
slammed behind him 


couldn't bear 
Afterward 


IVE minutes later I was dressed, and 
starting out to find him. I went down- 
stairs to the street and looked both ways, 
but there was no sign of him. I didn't 
know where to go. [| wanted to beg him 
to forgive me. But he just wasn't there. 
He came home the next evening, and 
didn’t refer to the night before till I spoke 
of it. Then he cut me off sharply. 
“Don’t say anything about that,” 
“T don't want to hear you.” 
3ut, Donald, I want to ask you to for- 
give me. I was awfully tired, and I didn’t 
mean what I said.” 
“That’s all right,” he answered, and 
wouldn't let me say anything more. 
He began to stay out nights after that. 
I didn’t ask him where he went, but took 
it for granted that he was working in the 
laboratory. Then one day Babbles came to 
see me, to ask me if I wouldn't come to 
her wedding. She was going to marry 


he said. 


Tom Atwood. 

“I can’t; I never go anywhere,” I told 
her. 

“Well, I think it’s a shame. All I can 


say is that Donald Bellows ought to be 
ashamed of himself, letting you sit here at 
[Continued on page 112] 
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| home, while he runs around with all the 
crowd.” 

“He likes to, and | don't,” I answered. 


| wasn't going to let her know that I didn’t 
know what she was talking about. 

“I hat’s for you to decide, but I think 
you're wrong .” she insisted. “When you're 
with him he doesn’t drink. How he can go 
on with his work is more than I can see. 
He'll go the way his grandfather did, if 
he isn't careful. I should think you'd 
either go with him or make him stay at 
home.” 

[he bottom seemed to drop right out of 
the world for me. Don drinking again! I 
hadn't suspected it. He'd been coming in 


very late, sometimes not at all, but as he 
had sometimes stayed at the hospital all 
night in the old days | thought that was 


what he was doing now. 

was so angry that | 
Tricked and cheated again! 
done the very best | could, and this was 
my reward. It wasn’t my fault that ! 
couldn't put Brad Thayer out of my heart. 
I'd tried hard enough 

I packed a few clothes—not that I had 
many—and called Aunt Sue on the long 
distance telephone. Her maid told me that 
she and Uncle had left that day for Cali- 
fornia. 

From time to time I'd sold or pawned all 
my jewels except the sapphire bracelet 
Tom Atwood had given me for not taking 
his dare about swimming across the pool 
on my wedding night. I got that out, and 
went to the man who had bought my other 
things from me. He gave me enough for 
the bracelet to buy a ticket to California. 


got perfectly cold. 
I had honestly 


T WAS a wrench to leave Don. I never 
would have supposed that it could be so 
hard. I missed him. I'd left a note for 
him, telling him why I was going away— 
I'd failed his wife, and | realized that 
he didn’t want me any more. If I couldn't 


keep him from drinking, | was just a bur- 
den to him, and he'd get along better with- 
out me. 

The wheels of the train seemed to go 
right over my heart. Here I was, not yet 
eighteen, and my life was ruined. I wasn’t 
even well and strong. 

Aunt Sue had a beautiful home, built 
high on some rocks that overlooked the 
sea. She was so kind to me, not asking a 
lot of questions, but just making me per- 
fectly comfortable and looking after me 
When I'd been there two or three days, I 
was loads better: just getting into pretty 
clothes again and having a maid to brush 
my hair made me feel better. 

One morning, as I lazed on her sunny 
terrace and looked through the morning 
paper, I saw something there that made 
my heart leap. Bradley Thayer was visit- 
ing in the neighborhood. And Marian was 
in Paris. The paper hinted that she was 
getting a divorce from him. 

For ~ moment I was so happy that I 
couldn't think of anything but how won- 
derful it would be to see Brad again. I 
was swept off my feet. My dream might 
come true—he might be free; since I had 
left Don, I'd be free too. At last my life 
was going to turn out as it ought to! 

Then I got panicky. I was almost afraid 
to see Brad once more. But happiness 
swept that away, too. 

After that came thoughts of Donald. I 
was sure that I didn't love him. I told 
myself that I had never really loved him. 
There had been companionship, and I had 
wanted to make him a success, to give as 
much to him as I ought to because I was 
his wife. 


S I sat there on the terrace, a sight- 
LX seeine bus went by on the road that 
passed the house. 


I could see people lean- 
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starec| 


They 


ing out to look at the house 
at me as | leaned back in my big chair 
Probably those people on the bus were 
talking about me, and probably they thought 
that, because I was there in that beautiful 
house, | was happy. If they'd only known 
what was in my mind—how I was torn 
between memories of Don and memories 
of Brad, and how I! wondering 
whether happiness lay ahead for me! 

Aunt Sue came out to where | 
sitting. 

‘The Keiths are giving a swimming tea 
dance this afternoon,” she Said. “Would 
you like to go? It will be much better for 
you if you begin to-go about a bit, instead 
of just sitting here and thinking.” 

“I'll go if you think | look well enough,’ 
I told her. “As for myself, I think I’m a 
perfect wreck.” 

“No, you're lovely,” she answered. 
“You're lovely now, where you used to be 
just pretty. Suffering has done a lot for 
your looks, my dear.” 

But I told Aunt Sue I hadn't anything 
to wear. Of course, Aunt Sue telephoned 
to the big hotel nearby, where some of the 
smart shops had little booths, and had some 
things sent up for me to try on. We finally 
selected a lovely little afternoon frock of 
orchid chiffon and one of the most becom- 
ing hats I'd ever had on. When I looked 
at myself in the mirror after I was dressed, 
and remembered how I'd looked when I 
was maid-of-all-work back in New York, 
I couldn't believe that I was the same per- 
son. It was like a bad dream from which 
I'd just waked. 

The Keiths had a very 
with a huge swimming pool; 
the pool had been painted blue, so that the 
water was a wonderful color. And there 
were flowers everywhere, and a Hawaiian 
orchestra was playing. Everything was 
perfect, like a wonderful stage setting. And 
I felt like the heroine of a play, as I 
walked down the marble steps that led to 
the sunken garden, where Mrs. Keith was 
receiving her guests. 

I spoke to her, and to her son, who 
promptly escorted me to a marble bench 


Was 


beautiful home, 
the bottom of 


nearby and went to get me some tea. | 
looked about me for Brad; surely he 
would be there. 

E WAS. He stood not far away, at 


the edge of the pool, with a lot of 
other people who had already changed into 
their bathing suits, and were just going in. 
My heart seemed to leap into my throat 
and just pound there. All the strength 
went out of me; I couldn't have moved 
if a fire had raged all around me. 

As if some message had gone from me 
to him, he turned and looked at me; then, 
excusing himself to the girl he'd been 
talking with, he came running across the 
grass to me. 

“Nina—how do you happen to be here ?’ 
he cried, taking my hands in his. “I’m so 
glad to see you—this is wonderful!” 

I could only look at him. 

“Will you be here long? Where are you 
staying ? Oh, my dear, I’ve missed you so.” 

His voice thrilled me through and 
through. I had forgotten how wonderful 
he was. My heart went out to him. 

Aunt Sue came up to us just then. She 
was very nice to Brad, but I could see that 
she did not approve of his making me sc 
conspicuous. 

“Nina, don’t you want to go in swim- 
ming?” she asked. “I had a suit brought 
over for you, if you do.” 

“Yes, do come, Nina,” Brad urged. So 
I went with Mrs. Keith’s daughter to the 
lovely little dressing rooms that adjoined 
the pool, and changed into the stunning 
one-piece suit Aunt Sue had got for me. 
It was pale green, my favorite color, and 
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Why Stay Fat? 


Blanche Arral, Famous Opera Star, takes 
off 34 Ibs. in 30 days by drinking Tea made 
of Javanese 


No Exercise 


Brewed as Tea 
or in Tablet Form 


Write for free book on 
reducing, telling how 
Madame Arral discov- 
ered, on the Isle of Java, a wonderful health-giving, 
Reducing Tea, and how to obtain some to use 
yourself Results are immediate. Address, Blanche 
Arral, Inc., Dept., 164-E. 500 Fifth ave., New York. 


| there beside him thrilled me as it always 


| tea with him at the club in the afternoon. 


| she went on. “I don’t care if they do,” I 
answered. “I love Brad, and I've been 
cheated out of his love for me. Now I'm 


when I went back to the pool Brad told 
me that I looked like a mermaid. 


“No, she’s like the Lorelei, with that 
yellow hair,” young Billy Keith cut in. 
“Come on, Mrs. Bellows; I'll race you to 


the other end of the pool.’ 

I jumped in quickly enough, but I hadn't 
realized how limp and weak I was; | 
couldn’t swim fast at all, and finally I 
just stopped and tread water till Brad 
came along and told me to swim to the 
edge of the pool with my hand on his 
shoulder r. 

“You've turned so pale,” 
you feel well?” 

“It’s this climate; it always makes me 
feel limp till I get used to it,” I answered. 
“I won't try to swim any more just now.” 


he said. “Don't 


O WE sat there with our feet dangling 

in the lovely blue water and just talked 
and talked. It wasn’t so frightfully long 
since we'd seen each other, less than a 
year, but it seemed eternities to me. 

“Where’s Marian?” I asked him; I'd 
read that she was in Paris, of course, but 
I wanted him to tell me, because I thought 
perhaps he'd tell me whether that rumor 
about her getting a divorce was true or 
not. And he did. 

“She's gone abroad, and she—well, we 
don’t get along so awfully well any more, 
he said. “We aren't very congenial. Oh, 
it was a mistake, our marriage, I guess. 
Anyway, Marian is thinking of getting a 
divorce while she’s in Paris.” 

I said nothing, and after a few moments 
he asked, “What about you and Donald?” 

I had the queerest feeling, suddenly—I 
didn’t want to admit that Don and I hadn't 
made a go of things. I couldn’t account 
for it. It was just as if Don had stood 
there reproaching me. So I shrugged my 
shoulders and said, “Oh, Don's awfully 
busy with a new treatment he’s ‘working 
on, and I came out here for a little vaca- 
tion.” 

He smiled and lifted his eyebrows, but 
he didn’t ask me further questions. I real- 
ized that he thought there was more to it 
than that, and | knew that he hoped I'd 
left Don. But there wasn’t any need of 
talking more about it. He went on to tell 
me about some of his plans; he had bought 
some land near a new oil field, and was 
hoping to make loads of money if there 
was oil on it. 

He had changed, somehow; he was a 
little stouter than he used to be, and his 
manner was different; he was more like a 
successful business man. He had made 
good, and he showed it. But just being 


had. When we swam back down the pool 
to the end where the dressing rooms were, 
and he lifted me out, there didn’t seem to 
be anything in the world but the love that 
I knew he still had for me. When I looked 
up at him I saw it in his eyes. I hurried 
off to the dressing rooms, my heart just 
singing. Brad loved me still, and perhaps 
at last we were going to be together! 

He was waiting for me when we came 
out. During the rest of the afternoon he 
was constantly at my side. The girl to 
whom he'd been talking when I arrived 
just glowered at me. He asked me to 
drive with him the next morning, to have 


“Don’t you think you'd better not make 
too many engagements with Bradley 
Thayer, dear?” Aunt Sue said to me that 
evening. She and Uncle Dan were playing 
bridge with the Keiths, and when she was 
dummy she came out to the terrace, where 
I sat looking out over the sea. 

“People will talk if he monopolizes you,’ 
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Nan of the Big Bend Country 


[Continued from page 24) 


woods full of birds. But,—no one told 
me | would run across a beautiful wood 
nymph like you.” 

My cheeks began to burn more than 
ever. | dropped my glance to the ground, 
fascinated by his smile, and my heart felt 
as if it would burst, because he had called 
me beautiful. The next think | knew the 
stranger took my hands in his. I felt sud- 
denly weak all over, as if his touch was 
sapping away all of the strength the Big 
Bend had brought to my slim young body. 
ven if | had wanted to pull away | 
wouldn't have been able to do so. 

“Bashful, eh? Well, at least tell me 
your name. Mine’s Bob Bradd.” 

“I'm Nan Parker from the Big Bend,” 
I said simply, my eyes still glued on the 
ground. 

“Nan Parker from the Big Bend! Oh! 
So, you're from the wild place they warned 
me about aboard the Hildegarde. Well, 
now, if you're a fair advertisement of the 
Big Bend, it can’t be such a bad place,” 
he smiled. 

“It's a terrible place,” I blurted. “I 
hate it—hate it like poison! You'd hate 
it too if you knew all I do.” 

“Tell me about it, Nan, won’t you? The 
steamer captain said strangers weren't 
allowed in the Big Bend, and that they 
used a shot-gun in all arguments. But I 
laughed at him. I didn't believe there was 
such a place left in Florida or any other 
place. You see I come from the North— 
Boston. We don't go in for shot-gun law 
up there. I told him this was a_ free 
country, and I intended to do some hunting 
through here Tell me about your Big 
Bend, and why you hate it, won't you?” 
he begged, taking off his coat and making 
a cushion of it for me on the ground. 

Why I did it I don’t know, but there 
in the depth of the woods I told the 
stranger all that had long been sealed in 
my heart. I told him of the days and 
nights that dragged by in terrible silence; 
of the dreams that came to me when the 
Hildegarde’s whistle broke this silence 
every week. I didn’t mention a word about 
Seth Spurlock, although he had said that 
the moon'd turn black in Big Bend skies 
if I ever left him. I did not want the 
stranger to know all that had long been 
sealed up in me. 

“Down the river where you come from 
it’s like a fairyland, isn’t it? There’s music, 
and dancing! Fine clothes to wear! 
Candy! Oh! I can just remember when 
I was a little girl and lived far away in a 
white house how I loved candy. I haven't 
as much as tasted it in ten years. But, I 
can remember how I liked candy! And, 
there are lights down there that glow 
bright and white like the stars, aren't 
there?” | asked, gripping his hands im- 
pulsively. 


ik SEEMS funny now as I look back, 
but what Bob Bradd told me of the 
world beyond the Big Bend made my pulses 
race like mad. It was a fairyland, as I had 
dreamed. Girls didn't wear stiff and ugly 
old gingham and cotton dresses. They went 
around singing and dancing in soft silks. 

| looked down at my bare legs and my 
old shoes. The tears would not stay back. 
Suddenly I jumped up, ashamed to be seen 
by the handsome stranger. He was used 
to girls in silk—not to a Big Bend girl 
like me. I wouldn't stay around him any 
longer. I couldn't bear to hear any more 
He would be going soon anyway, back to 
everything | wanted but could not have! 

Bob Bradd was the answer to my dreams 
of romance and the far-away. He was the 
world | yearned for: the fairyland that 
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| was always picturing to myself. He was 
the unexplored! Adventure! 

Seth was only a big strong boy of the 
Big Bend. Only somebody I'd grown up 
with in the silences of our pines; some- 
body who was willing to stay in the wilds 
and never go down the river; somebody 
who loved me, but, who didn’t share my 
dreams; who couldn't make them come true. 
(he memory of the morning on the bluff 
faded as | looked into the lure of the 
stranger's eyes. The things Seth had said 
no longer came back to me. 

“You're not going to leave me, Nan,” 
declared the newcomer springing to his 
feet as I edged off. 

I might have been able to flee if he had 
not swept me into his arms, and pressed 
kisses against my lips that made me close 
my eyes, and draw my breath in as if it 
were a flame. This time his touch did not 
steal away my strength. Instead it made 
my whole body taut with a force that 
was sweeping me off my feet. 

When he freed me I was dizzy, and he 
had to help me to the seat he had made 
of his coat on the ground. For a long 
time I sat there in the woods, throbbing 
with the feelings he had aroused in my 
breast. At last we got up and walked 
toward the river. Time passed all too 
quickly. In his company in his arms 

I felt no need for noonday food. The 
sun began falling down towards the West, 
and still we remained together. 


HE sunset came but I did not remem- 


ber that I had promised to meet Seth 
at the cabin Nothing mattered but the 
fact that I was with Bob Bradd, my heart 
breaking at the thought that we must soon 
say good-bye. 

The river ran past us, all gold and blue 
like the Big Bend skies. We got up and 
walked down to the bluff, standing close 
as we watched the shadows beginning to 
deepen in the woods. Those shadows were 
like a warning. They made me realize that 
night was coming; night that would end 
the lovely promise of a dream. I shivered, 
standing there in the warm spring air. 

You're trembling, Nan. What for?” 
asked the stranger. 

“I’m thinking,” I answered slowly. The 
last birdsongs of the day were lingering 
like sad music in my ears. I knew then 
that I would never forget those birdsongs. 
They would be deathless in the memory 
of my last moments with Bob. 

“Of what?” he insisted, 

“I’m thinking how hard it’s going to be 
for me to stay up here now that—that I've 
met you and you've told me all about what's 
down the river where you're going tonight 
on the steamboat,” I confessed, hoping it 
would ease some of the pain working 
through my heart. 

His arms went around my waist. It 
seemed like his finger tips were points of 
fire burning right through my thin dress. 
Ihe peace and hush of the gloaming sud- 
denly began to throb with life again. I 
thought it was dawn instead of sundown. 
\ mighty force felt as if it were about 
to sweep me over the bluff in Bob’s arres as 
he asked if I wanted to go with him. 

You say you want to get away. Why 
not go with me tonight, Nan? I'll make 
your dreams come true. I'll give you silk 
dresses and music, Nan.” His words made 
me hold my breath. 

“You mean—you'll take me with you on 
the steamboat ?” I gasped, trying to control 
my fit of trembling 

“Tonight I'll take you where you want 
to go, Nan. I'll take you from the Big 
Bend.” 
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A feeling of fear overshadowed me in 
my moment of happiness. How could I 
get away? How could | escape the big 
Bend? Bob must have read my thoughts 
for he suggested that | go home now and 
have supper as usual 

“Later, when it’s dark, go to the woods 
and change into some of your father’s 
clothes. It wouldn't do to get on the boat 
as a girl. The captain might suspect 
something. Disguised as a boy, no one 
will pay much attention to you. When the 
steamer arrives downriver in the morning 
I'll take you to a store and buy some 
dresses. We'll take a train then to Jackson- 
ville, where you'll find everything you've 
dreamed about,” he went on eagerly. 

The picture his words painted was more 
temptation than I could stand. But, of 
course it didn’t seem like temptation then. 
It didn’t seem like something that was the 
beginning of sin 

I would go with him. I would leave the 
Big Bend, Dad, and Seth behind! All my 
life I'd waited for such a thing to happen. 
I couldn’t hang back now. This was my 
decision. 

“But, Seth—Seth,” cried out an invisible 
voice. “You'll break his heart. He loves 
you more than life itself. How can you 
leave him?’ 


OWEVER, with the stranger waiting 

there in the twilight for an answer, | 
turned deaf ears to the pleas in Seth’s 
favor. He had refused to take me. I did 
not now want to remember what he had 
told me that very morning. 

“T’ll go with you,” | whispered. 

“Then, meet me here about nine. The 
steamer shoves off at eleven.” Taking me 
in his arms he almost kissed away my 
breath. But, even now, knowing we were 
not to part, I could hardly bear to tear 
myself away from him. For long, long 
moments we swayed in each others’ arms. 

“IL love you. I love you,” I cried time 
and time again. I would have given my 
soul to have heard him whisper those words 
back. But, Bob only held me closer, his 
breath falling warm and quick upon my 
uplifted face. 


W his I reached our cabin in the chaste 


the grey of twilight had deepened into 
dark. Stars were already shining in the 
sky. Dad was scared-looking when 


entered the a of yellow candle-light. 

“My God, Nan, I’d begun to think you 
had run away sure enough. It’s way past 
supper time. Seth was here long ago. He 
waited a while, but said he had to go to 
fix the victuals. Where have you been?” 
he demanded. 

I told him my first real lie, saying I’d 
fallen asleep in the woods. 

We sat down and ate our simple meal in 
silence. 1 was afraid to speak, for fear 
my voice would give away the excitement 
I felt. As soon as we cleared away the 
dishes and I had put things to right I 
went to Dad’s room and smuggled out a 
blue shirt and a pair of overalls. Dropping 
them out of the window to the ground 
outside I went on the porch, making out 
that I was going over to see Seth and 
his mother. 

Half-way across the clearing I stopped 
in my tracks, trembling at the big shadow 
of Trigger Finger Simmons looming up at 
me out of the night. With my heart in 
my mouth I started on again, afraid to 
turn back. Dad might get suspicious. 

Trigger stopped me, asking where I was 
going. I told him Seth’s mother wasn’t 
feeling well, and I was going over to her. 

‘Humph! Guess as how you're goin’ 
to see Seth, not his ma. I jest left the cabin 


and the ol’ woman wasn't ailin’. Look 
ahere, gal; don’t set too much by your 
thoughts for that young upstart. I'm 
comin’ round courtin’ a leetle later. Mind 
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you be to home!” he warned, very roughly 

I thanked God then and there that | 
was on my way out of the Big Bend. 
For I hated Trigger Simmons like a snake 
The big ugly ruffian with his claw-like 
hands Afraid that he might turn and 
follow me at any moment, | kept on walk- 
ing just as if I were bound for Seth's. But, 
just before reaching the Spurlock cabin 
I turned sharp and darted into the shadows 
of the pines, hoping that Trigger had not 
seen me 

lrudging along to a place where it would 
be safe to change from my dress to Dad's 
overalls, I kept pushing thoughts of Seth | 


out of my heart. They tried to come in 
They tried to speak to me; to make me 
remember everything. I did let myself 


think of his kisses and his arms. How- 
ever, when | remembered the thrill of Bob 
Bradd’s lips, Seth in his blue overalls faded 
from my memories 


OON I was deep enough in the moonlit 

woods to stop and change. Hidden by 
the thick foliage | stopped to listen for any 
sounds of possible pursuit. lor a minute 
[ thought I heard thrashing sound, but 
it must have been my nerves and imagina- 
tion because everything quickly grew very 
still. 

My hands were shaking like leaves in a 
strong wind as | took off my outer clothes. 
I could hardly realize I was going away 
from the Big Bend with a_ handsome 
stranger. It all seemed like a dream except 
for the crisp night air that chilled my bare 
arms and shoulders as I stood there in 
my skimpy little cotton underwear. Shiver- 
ing slightly, I stepped out of the calico dress 
that I would wear no more. Just as [| 
reached for Dad’s shirt the terrible sus- 
picion that eyes were watching me from 


the dark bushes swept over me, numbing 
|}my arms and legs with fear. 
For what seemed an eternity I stood 


| escape. 3ut, it was too late. 


like a frozen woman, revealed by the moon- 
light. Then, at the sound of crashing 
bushes I screamed. My hands flew to my 
breast to shield myself with Dad’s blue 
shirt, instinctively certain Trigger Finger 
Simmons was coming. He was the only 
man in the Big Bend who nearly made the 
ground tremble when he walked. 

I felt just like a wildcat must when she 
senses danger. My eyes switched from one 
side to the other looking for a way to 
Trigger 
Simmons was already coming upon me, a 
terrible gun-toting giant in the night. 

“Gawd A’mighty, gal, but you're the 
likeliest lookin’ 
eyes on,” he said, dropping his shotgun 
to the ground, and striding closer. 

I stood there rocted to the ground in 
an agony of fright. Suddenly the bully 
towered over me, his dark eyes on fire with 
signs that sent my heart down into my 
shoes. The next minute he took hold of 
me. 

“When I saw you sneakin’ through the 
clearin’ a leetle while ago, | figgered you 
was up to something—especially after 
hearin’ you tell your Dad this mornin’ 
how you was goin’ to leave the Big Bend.” 

The pressure of his hands stole away my 
strength, breaking my dreams of going 
away with Bob Bradd into bits at the 
same time. Shaking with terror at his 
nearness, | would have crumpled to the 
dew-wet ground if he hadn't jerked me 
roughly back to my feet. Slowly my 
strength flooded back. My years in the 
wilds were coming to my rescue. What- 
ever savagery the Big Bend had put into 
my blood aroused itself. 

“Let me go, Trigger Finger.” 

I began pushing against his wide deep 
chest. But I might as well have tried 
| to topple over a giant pine. He stood there 
sneering as if his feet were rooted to the 
ground. 


| 
| 
| 
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“Mebbe yeu think you're too good for 
me, Nan,” his voice was digging into my 
very bones, “but you better change your 
mind mighty damn quick. I'm boss of the 
Big Bend. There's nothin’ that can get 
away from me; sheriffs, strangers, wild- 
cats, wenches—they're all alike to me,” he 
thundered, pulling me to him, and tearing 
away the shirt from my breast. 

His coarse, bearded lips were leering 
right above mine. I squirmed my head 
back in spite of the pain of his fingers 
digging into my shoulders. I tried to cry 
out for Dad... for Bob Bradd ... for 
Seth ... for God to come and help me. 
But, fear had run away with my breath 
and voice. Only a moany sort of sound 
burst through my lips as his brushed against 
them—only to be pulled away by big hands 
that had suddenly seemed to reach out of 
the very night. 


IS hands left my shoulders, and I 

staggered back to see Seth Spurlock 
and the bad man of the Big Bend tearing 
at each other like two snarling animals. 

I shut my eyes at first. I didn’t want 
to see them fighting there in the half-light. 
Murder was flashing in their eyes! But 
anxiety conquered my fears and I opened 
my eyes to find them locked in each other’s 
arms as they swayed back and _ forth. 
Trigger was cursing as he fought. But 
Seth, his boyish face white in the moon- 
light, as he matched his growing strength 
with that of the bully, didn’t curse back. 
He was trying to break Trigger’s hold 
around his neck. 

“Oh, Seth, be careful!” I cried. 

The sound of my own voice frightened 
me as much as the vision of battle. For 
a moment Seth answered my plea with a 
look of agony on his tortured face. 
Trigger was slowly choking him. Once 
more the wildness of the Big Bend gave me 
strength and courage. I flung myself at 
Simmons, clawing and scratching at his 
ugly face, pulling with all my weight 
against his steel arms. He didn’t dare let 
loose of Seth’s throat to shove me off. But 
he flung an awful curse at me, and I 
knew that if he licked Seth Spurlock that 
I could expect no mercy. 

“Grab his feet—feet,” Seth choked, 
agony in his voice. 

I dived for Trigger’s scuffling feet, 
heaving him up enough to upset his bal- 
ance. With a snort of rage he toppled 
almost on top of me. Seth flew at his 
throat like a wildcat. They thrashed about 
on the damp ground, both trying to hold off 
the other’s fingers. I couldn’t help Seth 
anymore because they were rolling and 
tumbling about too much. But, I stood 
over them waiting my chance, desperate 
with the decision to stamp my feet into 
Trigger’s face. 

They were both panting for breath now. 


Trigger had quit cursing. But he was 
blowing hardest. Seth’s fine young 
strength was telling on him... All of a 


sudden Trigger’s knees flattened down to 
the ground. In an instant Seth was up 
higher at the bully’s throat, working his 
big fingers as if they were vises. 

A cry of relief and happiness burst from 
my lips. Seth was choking Trigger... 
choking him and shaking him like a big 
dog shakes something he’s killed. Trigger 
Simmons was facing death! I sensed it. 

“Don’t kill him, Seth. You don’t want 
murder on your hands. lHe won't bother 
us anymore now,” I begged, shuddering 
at the thought of blood being on Seth’s 
innocent soul. 

“I ought to kill him. The—” 

Seth. 

But, at the touch of my hand, he stumbled 
to his feet, swaying drunkenly from one 
foot to another. Blood was streaming from 
his cheek where Trigger had gouged him. 

The same tenderness that had come to 


snarled 


safe, effective, harmless and sure. 


postage. 
method, all sent under plain wrapper. 


This method is within the reach of every woman. 
If not delighted with results in 30 days, your money is cheerfully refunded. There is no other method as 


How To Develop 


The Bust 


There IS a Way! 


HIS BEAUTIFUL WOMAN learned the se- 

cret. Her story is interesting. It will solve 

your problem, no matter what your age or the 
cause of your flat figure. 

“It is almost two years since I first used 
The National. I am happy to say that the 
results are permanent, for my development is 

* just the same and my figure is even better than 
ever. I do appreciate so much what the 
National has done for me. I have proven 
that any woman can have a beautiful bust 
if she will only use the National. Friends 
envy my perfect figure.” 

How Dorothy Stahl brought her figure 
back until it is even more perfectly de- 
veloped than ever, is what every unde- 
veloped girl or woman will want to know. 

If you wish to learn how she produced the beautiful 
development shown in her photograph, write us at 


once. All this charm of perfect womanhood can be yours—all the beauty and captivating grace that is your 
birthright—all the artful, delicate allurement that makes you first a woman—God’s Masterpiece—Man’s 
dol. You can be made perfect in your witching beauty. 


It can be used in the secrecy of your own room. 


Send your name and address today, enclosing 4c stamps, if you wish this information sent under sealed 
We will send surprising photographic proof showing as much as five inches enlargement by this 


THE OLIVE COMPANY, Dept. 44, CLARINDA, IOWA, U. S. A. 


cAnd nw 
shes so slender / 


“Did you ever see such a change in any 
one? Grace used to be positively stout. Now 
she’s one of the smartest dressed women I 
know. She must have done something to 
regain her youthful figure.”” 

She did dosomething. Realizing that her 
success and charm depended upon a slender 
silhouette, she used Marmola Tablets. 

Marmola Tablets are the pleasant way to 
reduce. Without diets or exercises, you can 
regain your slender healthy figure again. 

Thousands of men and women each year 
regain slender figures this way. Socan you. 

Marmola Tablets are one dollar a box at 
all drug stores or in a plain wrapper, post- 
paid, from the Marmola Co.,1782 General 

otors Bldg., Detroit, Mich. Try them. 


MARMOLA 


Prescription Tablets 


11/ 


A Way to 
Make Money 


Miss Mary Lawton 
of Michigan 


Join the Rainbow Club 


Make the extra money you need 
for a new frock or for some of the 
little extravagances that perhaps 
you otherwise would not feel you 
could afford. 

Our work will not take you too 
long from home nor will it inter- 
fere with your other duties. Even 
if you have never earned a dollar 
nor had any business training 
you will be able to join the Club 
and make money from the very 
|| beginning. 

Just fill in and mail the coupon today 
| to get details of the Rainbow Club plan. 
| 


| Helen Willard, Director, Rainbow Club, 
| International Magazine Co., Inc., 
| 119 West 40th Street, New York, N. Y. 
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ded absolutely 


amazing ne 
play tnsiantly ts tncl 
FREE. Thisisanir ument you 
can proudly show anywnere be- 
cause itisthereal thing and not 
animitation. Positively the fin- 
est and sweetest toned Banjo- 
Ukelele ever made. Equipped 
with Real Nickeled Banjo 
Tenston Brackets. Nickel 
Straining ring 


WAS 
$10 


al Model in every 
respect. Amaze and 

De ight your friends. 
Entertainothersard 
be the envied center 
of attraction wher- 


FREE 


ever you go. Method and 
SEND 30 Pieces of Music | 
TODAY Send to day end | will 


FREE our won ul new ea: 
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Pay 1D NO | only $5.96 
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can be made 

CF JOHNSON & 
18 W. Jackson Bivd. 

Dept. 1324 CHICAGO, U. $. A. 


arn $18 to $60 a week RETOUCH- 
ma photos. Men or women. No selling 
or ear ver wel We teach vou, guarantee 
employment and furnish WORKING OUT- 
FIT FREE. Limited offer. Write today 


Arteraft Stadios, Dept. 35, 3900 Sheridan Rd.. Chicago 


PIMPLY 


Your Skin Can Be Quickly Cleared of Pimples, Blackheada, 
Acne Eruptions on the face or body, Barbers Itch. 
Eczema, Enlarged Pores and Oily or Shiny Skin, 


FREE ' Write today for my FREE 


“A CLeaR-Tons tellin 
cured myself after being afflicted — how I 
E.S.GIVENS, 174 Chomical Bidg., Kansas City, Mo. 
STupyY | AT HOME 


ep jreater opportuni 
ties now than ever before. Big 
‘corporations are headed by men 
with | legal training. Earn 
5,000 to $10 

. You can train at home dur- 
B. conferr La. 
law in every state. We furnish all 
ading fourteen-volume Law Library 
aw Guide’ 


students pra 
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Ev free 
LaSalle University, De 
Institution 


The World's Largest Business 


ruining 


so rare—so 
mischievous 
tivating s the 
dimples play 


everyone may 
mples now 


DOL L Y DIMPL ER 


a simple. harmless, easily used device that produces 
dimples quickly New idea pitents pending 
Recommended by facial specialists. Results positive 
Testimonials from girls and women everywhere 
You. too, can have dimples. Everything neces 
sary. including complete instructions for 
use, mailed se sited in plain wrapper for 
only $1.00 or sent C. O. D. for 

DOLLY $1.25. Send order to 
DIMPLER CO. DOLLY DIMPLER CO., 
Dept. M., 247 McDaniel St. Dept. M., Dayton, 
Ohio. 


r the complete DOLLY 
R fai instructions for use. 
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made WELL | 


morning at sight of 


my heart that early 
woods swept 


Seth walking away to the 
over me as he reeled dizzily before me. 

“Oh Seth, you saved me from him,” | 
said, shuddering, as I looked at the motion- 
less man on the ground. 

“I'm glad I got here in time, gal. | 
thought [ heard you cry out once. Ma 
said it was imagination, 
of danger for you somehow 
Nan, 
He didn’'t—-harm you—did he? 
move towards the unconscious Big 
| bully. 


Good God, 


making a 
Bend 


No. He was trying to kiss me when 
|you came—— 
“I see,” turning to look the other way 


you ain’t hardly got on any clothes! | 


but | had a feeling | 


‘Then you just go ahead and get into | 
them clothes, Nan. I guess I understand 
I—I sort of felt it when you didn’t come 


to the cabin long sundown time.  [--fig- 
gered you'd decided to run away ‘from 
the Big Bend, Nan. Like I told you this 
morning on the bluff, I've been scared this 
day was coming when I'd lose you.” 


S' TH had sensed that I was going to 
run away! Yet, he had come to save 
me from Trigger Finger! This knowledge 


tugged at my heart-strings as I hurried 
into the overalls and shirt. 
‘You're free to go now, Nan. That 


skunk on the ground won't stop you. 
The moon’s climbing. Must be long about 
he You better hurry if you’re going to 
| catch the Hildegarde.’ 
| “You're not going to stop me, Seth?’ 
tears. Had he been 
future I'm sure Seth 


Tn asked through my 
able to see into the 


4 | wou have bound me hand and foot to 
| keep me. 

“Stop you, gal?” he repeated, coming 


over to where I stood in my father’s back- 
“How can I stop you?” 
| “I don’t know, Seth, unless like Trigger 
| tried to stop me.” Then and there I tried 
to realize that I mustn't break this boy’s 
heart. 

“Remember what I told you this morn- 
ing, Nan?’ 
| | remembered, with a sharp pain gnawing 
|into my heart. “You said the Big Bend 
wouldn't be the same without me. That 
the river'd keep you wake nights, whisper 
| ing about me.” 

said I loved you, Nan. That’s why I 

When a man loves 


| woods clothes. 


can let you go now. 
a woman like I love you, he—he don’t count 
himself much. It’s her happiness that 
counts, Nan. I want you to find the happi- 
ness I can’t seem to give you up here in 
the Big Bend. Your dreams and happiness 
are waiting down the river for you. You 
can go, gal,” he said. 

3ut, now that the road was open and 
free to go to the faraway world of my 
| dreams; now that Seth Spurlock’s love had 
proved bigger than me and my dreams; 
|now that he had fought for me and won, 
|I found myself torn between two flaming 
desires: one to stay behind and give Seth 
| the happiness he was willing that I should 
lind downriver; the other to fly to Bob 
Bradd who waited to take me to the fairy- 
land beyond the Big Bend. 

Even as I stretched my 
Seth Spurlock I did not know whether 
it would be to say good-by, or to beg him 
to hold me close with his great strength 
that had left Trigger Simmons lying still 
land limp on the ground. I did not know 
| whether this moment was to be the end, 
or the beginning of my dreams that were 
| swirling through my breast, hopelessly 
|tangled with my heartbreaking wish to 
stay with Seth 


arms out to 


S MY hands groped for Seth’s, and I 

saw him swaying weak and dizzy 

from his savage fight with Trigger Finger 

Simmons on my account, I suddenly real- 

ized that my dreams of going down the 
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Kissproof. 
Lipstick 


Alluring 
lips! Int gicuing 
lips! Lovely lips! Used by Amer- 
ica’s leading beauties. 

Delica Kissproof Lipstick is a new color 
—so indescribably natural it defies de- 
tection! Gives your lips asoft, full color 
— a rich effect, compellingly beautiful. 


Waterproof — Kissproof 
—Stays On 


As you face your mirror and apply this 

dainty creation, you will behold lips 

more intriguingly lovely than you ever 

knew were yours 

At all toilet counters or direct, 50¢ or, 
send for free samples. 


pee 


DELICA LABORATORIES, ons. Dept. 1323 
send me free samples or one 
Delica Kina roof Lipstick, Delica Kissproof Rouge 
and Delica-Brow Yonsicss 10e for packing and matling. 


Nome. 


(PRINT PLAINLY IN PENCIL) 


Sizes for Free 
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ANITA NOSE ADJUSTER 


The GENUINE (Patented 
Shapes while you sleep. Rapid, pointes 


and safe. The ANITAis aGENUINE 
and most COMFORTABLE NASAL 
SUPPORTER, absolutely GUARAN- 
TEED Highly recommende: 
Write for 
ATU RE'S 
Way ~ im 
> 
The ANITA Co. 
Gold Medal St.. New. 


Winner Feb. 


How Many Pounds Would You 
Like to Gain in a Week? 


If you are thin and scrawny and would like to gain 
weight, I will send you a one of the genuine 
Hilton's Vitamines absolutely FRI Do not send 
any money—just your name = - iress to 
HILTON, 
191 Gateway ‘ain, Kansas City, Mo. 


“| Would Not Part 
With It For $10,000” 


So writes an enthusiastic, grateful cus- 
tomer. Inlike mannertestify ovel 
100,000 people who have worn it. 
Conserve your body and life first. 


The Natural 
Body Brace 


Overcomes WEAKNESS and 
ORGANIC AILMENTS of 
WOMEN and MEN. Develops 
an erect, and graceful figure. 
Brings restful relief, comfort, 
energy and pep, ability to do 
things, health and strength. 
Does away with the strain and pain of standing g and 
walking; replaces and snopes rts misplaced internal 
organs; reduces enlarged abdomen; straightens and 
strengthens the back; corrects stooping shoulders; 
develops lungs, chest and bust; relieves backache, 
curvatures, nervousness, ruptures, constipation, 
after effects of Flu. Comfortable and easy to wear. 
Costs You Nothing to Try It 

Write today for illustrated book, 
formation and measurement blank. Add 


HOWARD C. RASH, Pres, Natural Body Brace Co. 
166 Rash Building SALINA, KANSAS 
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Every person 

who is married 

or is contemplat- 

ing ma.risge 

should listen toa 

word of advice. 

Too many people 

enter into the 

holy bonds 

matrimony absc 
lutely ignorant of any of its responsibilities, As 
a result thousands of homes are wrec ked, poor and 
innocent men and women are made to sufler un- 
told misery all because THEY DID NOT KNOW 
THE LAWS OF NATURE. 
Self-respecting, Ce people to-day are not taking 
foolish chances, they are demanding and want to know 
all about BIRTH ‘ONTROL and its doctrines and 
teachings. Any person who goes 
thru life blindly, ignorant of these 
facts is committing an injustice to 
himself and others. DO 
THE TERRIBLE PRICE. 
learn all about Birth 
NOW! Later may 
te. 


What a Few Grateful Readers Have Written Us 


I annot find words with which to thank you for 
the two books sent me. unt of 


* * * * * 

I have never read jany books that told me so much 
ased from you. eyes were 

new existed. You 
are to bc commended on distributing such salen 
did instructive books. Disseminating literature 
of this sort will bel A papal this a better world 

to live in. . B. L., Chicago, lil. 


BIRTH CONTROL 


Read our wonderful book, by a foremost Birth 
Control authority Tells simply and clearly 
you should know about BIRTH CONTROL, 
riage etc viscusses the following 
“Private Advice to Women; 
; Determination of Sex; R 
Science of Eugenics, Prenatal influences. 

. Over 200 pages, cloth bound. ALSO “WHAT 
EVERY MOTHER SHOULD KNOW,” by Margaret 
Sanger, great Birth Control Advocate. 2 books for 


When the two books arrive, 
pay postman only $2.50 plus postage. 


DEFIANCE PUBLISHING CO. 
110 W. 40th St. Dept. 253 New York City 


DONT TAKE 
CHANCES 


SUN | MON| TUE | WED] THUR] FRI | SAT 

How many POUNDS 
would you like to 
GAIN in aWEEK? 


IF you are thin, underweight, or lack 
vigor and vitality, write today for a 
free tria] package of the origiual and 
genuine Alexander Vitamines. They 
quickly build weight and strength, 
you can try them absolutely free, 
ALEXANDER VITAMINE LABORATORIES, _ 
2340 Westport Station, Kansas City, Mo. 


AGENTS ADA 


orders for Alecholie 
Food lavors. Ev 
up in collapsible tu 
fresh. Three 


bottled flavors. Not sold in stores. 
Fast repeaters. income every 


Men and Women 


MAKE PAY-DAY 
BIGGER— 
If your salary doesn’t suit you, in- 
crease the amount of money you 
earn by using our cash plan for 
spare time work. 


For details write to: 
Dept. 2-SS 325 
International Magazine Co., 
119 West 40th St., New York, N. Y. 
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river to romance and silk with Bob Bradd 
could never come true. 

I lifted my face up to him, my eyes no 
longer afraid to look into the anguished 
depths of his own. The words that would 
make him happy again, and take the hurt 
out of his young voice came to my tongue. 

“Seth I—I’m going to——” 

The word “stay” hung to the roof of my 
mouth as the sound of a_ steamboat’s 
whistle woke the sleeping echoes of the 
Big Bend country. I jumped just as if I 
had been shot. Seth too stepped back, al- 
most jerking his hands away. Again the 
whistle blew, casting a spell over me too 
strong to break. All of my high resolve 
to remain in the Big Bend with Seth 
crashed down into bits at the yearning it 
stirred in my breast—yearning for the 
faraway. All effort to shut out the vision 
of a handsome, dark-eyed man in hunter's 
clothes suddenly became vain and useless. 
Bob Bradd was calling me back to his 
thrilling kisses and his arms in every throb 
of the Hildegarde’s whistle. 

“You ain’t got much time, Nan. 
got to hurry.” 

His voice was like a knife going through 
me. No longer could I hope to make his 
voice happy and eager as it had been a 
short time ago with its story of love for 
me. I had to go. 

Something stronger than Seth was call- 
ing me—something stronger than my own 
self! 

Once more I held out my hands to him. 
This time I knew what I was going to do. 
| was going to tell Seth good-by. But 
he pretended not to see my outstretched 
hands. 

“We'll take the river road.” 

A chill ran up and down my back at his 
words. I thought of Bob Bradd waiting 


You've 


| down the trail for me. No! Seth Spurlock 
|could not go with me. 
}the stranger 


He must not see 
At heart Seth was a Big 
Bend man when it came to hating strangers. 
Like Simmons and the rest he didn’t trust 
any of them. He figured they were all 
sheriffs in disguise. Bob’s life would be 
in danger if Seth insisted on going. | 
knew I had to try and send him home: 

“I'll be safe going to the boat. Trigger 
can’t bother me. He's laid out. You go 
on home, Seth. I don’t want to make you 
walk way down there and back.” 

But he shook his head quickly, saying I 
wasn’t making him do anything he didn't 
want to do. Seth told me he’d never let 
me go to Wild Cat Landing alone. I 
realized from his tones that I couldn't 
change him. The boat was still blowing 
and by the moon I knew it was getting 
along about nine o'clock. The stranger 
was waiting to take me away! I must go 
and take a chance that Bob would see us 
and hide. 

“Come on then, Seth.” 


OGETHER we started off down the 

river trail. Every step I took was tor- 
ture for my heart and mind. God alone 
knew what would -happen when Seth saw 
30b! 

When we turned a bend in the trail my 
heart turned to lead at the sight of Bob 
Bradd standing on the bluff in the moon- 
light. He could not see us, because he was 
looking at the river. Feeling Seth jerk 
his gun to his shoulder, I clutched at him 
to pull the shotgun out of his hands if he 
dared to shoot. 

Click! 

He was cocking both barrels. 

“Seth, put your gun down. Don’t shoot 
the man. He won't harm us——’ 

“He's got a gun. He's a stranger, by 
his clothes.” I tried to scream out to warn 


and save the stranger of my love dreams. 
3ut, the words froze down in my throat as 
Seth flung me away and aimed . . . 
To be continued) 
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for your “ best”’ dress. 
Dunham's price is only 
$4.98 for the luxuriousstyle, 
costly material and the ele- 

gant trimmingof $15to $25 }f 
dresses. You never bought 
such value before— you 
never will again. Because 
we bought all the Silk Can- 


time only, can make a 
price of $4.98. 


The Only Sale of 
Genuine Silk 


Most beautiful dress 
of the season, “eaturing 
pew full length pane! in the 
front and attractive eather. 


lines. Gorgeous cng beaded 
borders and flowers in bright 


Don’t Send a Penny 


Chie Parisian Model <4 full 


becoming to all 


ent 
f 
postman $4.98 a: 
delivered. Mo Money back after inspection and 
most sensational! bar 


ose any color, Platinum ¢ 
Brown, Tan. 


PEOPLE ADMIRE DAINTY ANKLES 
Thick or swollen ankles can quick- » 
ly be reduced to dainty slender shape 
by new discovery of special pro- 
cessed reducing rubber 

LENOR ANKLE REDUCERS 
“They actually look thin while getting thin.” 
Different in reducing action from all other 
reducers. Slip on when you go to bed and 
note amazing results next morning a. 


othing to rub in or 
mat wear low shoes 
becomingly. Worn under stocking without 


in plain packawe subject to 
your inspect ive size of ankie and 
widest part of ‘calf, 

LENOR MFG. COMPANY 
S03 Fifth Ave., New York. Dept. H.C. 3. 


$ Brings you a Genuine 
UNbERWwooo 


TY ew 8: 8 


10 DAYS FREE TRIAL 
i nd 

days you are not satiefied with this fate model UNDE 

typewriter rebuilt by the famous Shipman W Process. 


GREAT PRICE SAVING ftom 
chods, 


tory of its kind in the world by our money saving me 


EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS ct 


notice it while you enjoy the use of this wonderful machine 


FREE BOOK OF FACTS Ww 


building 
typewriters. 


Ward 
Mf¢. Company 
3823 8 Shipman ilding 


4601-9 Ravenswood Ave., Chicago 
‘ 
. State. 
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| 
+ 
siderable Mivgry eduit thee | Ne | 
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front, back, over shoulders 
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Money back guarantee pro- 
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f gain, State size 32 to 52. Misses. 14, 16,15. $ A) 
M98 
req kmM.U J 
Rock Island. IMinois 
Dept. 349 
first meat onli >. 
NDER ANKLES‘ 
CAN BE YOURS 
i 
on like a glove. No strips or rubber to bind THICK 
SPOIL | 
- 2008 by YOUR | 
Y APPEARANCE 
Z2NOL | 
AY - | PRODUCTS 
two million dollars’ worth of orders 
American Products Co. “3 
1169 American Building, Cinciagati, Obic | > 
£e 
Mail 
ai Year 
| 
|_| 


WHITE 


Adjusted to the Second 


Adjusted to Positions 
New Ideas in Thin Cases 


WONDERFUL QUALITY AND STYLE 


OU can now secure, foronly $1.00 
°¥ tows and small monthly payments, 

the 21-Jewel Burlington. Here is 
a masterpiece—an exquisite example of the 
watchmaker’s highest skill. So accurate 
and so perfectly adjusted to all possible 
conditions that it is in use on practically 


21 JEWEL BURLINGTON 


Nothing less than 21 Ruby and Sapphire 
Jewels would be worthy of this aristocrat 
among watches—and yet the Burlington 
is sold to you at a price much lower than 


that of other high-grade watches. To 


ONLY $]:0O0 DOWN 


The Burlington is yours for only $1.00 
down. The balance you are allowed to 
pay in small easy monthly payments. You 
can have all the joy and satisfaction of 


21 Ruby & Sapphire Jewels 
Adjusted to Temperature 25 Year Gold Strata Case 
Adjusted tolsochronism Your Choice of Dials 
(UInciuding Montgomery R.R. Dial) 


every vessel in the U.S. Navy. And it 
is just as beautiful as it is accurate. You 
choose from a wonderful variety of thin 
model designs and latest styles that satisfy 
the most exacting taste. These designs 
and styles are all shown in colors in our 


beautiful Free Watch Book. Write Now. 


appreciate the Burlington you must see it. 
That is why we enable you to judge for 
yourself before purchasing. Don’t miss 
this wonderful opportunity. Write for 
our liberal offer at once. 


carrying a Burlington while paying for 
it. And the payments are so small you 
will never feel them. Don’t postpone 
the pleasure of owning this masterpiece. 


Find out about our great special offer which is being 
made for a limited time only. Get the free Bur- 
lington Watch Book. You will know a great deal 
more about watch buying when you read this book. 
You will be able to ‘‘steer clear’’ of the over-priced 
watches which are no better. Write for special offer 
and our Watch Book Today. 


BURLINGTON WATCH COMPANY 
Dept.20-63 , 19th St. & Marshall Blvd. ,Chicago 
Canadian Address: 62 Albert St., Winnipeg, Man. 


BURLINGTON WATCH COMPANY, 
Dept. 20-63, 19th St. & Marshall Blvd. , Chicago 
Canadian Address: 62 Albert Street, Winnipeg, Manitoba 


Piease send me (witnout ob/igations and prepaid) your free book on 
watches and full explanation of your $1 down ton the Burlington 
Watch. 


Name 
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‘OUR Face, Neck, Hands and Arms become — instantly —a 
lovely, dazzling white. The saying “Beauty is only skin 
deep” is absolutely true. No one can be beautiful if the skin 
is dark, sallow or mi . At home or in public, when entertaining 
or being entertained, much more attractive you are if your 


or 
te Sema Miller, the Beautiful Movie Star, tells us in an unsolic- 
ited letter that DERMA-VIVA made her skin ‘Simply Wonderful.” 
Miss Henderson, secretary in a large Chicago banking house, tells 
us in her own inimitable way that the dainty whiteness of her skin 
(caused by DERMA-VIVA) adds to her appearance to such a —- 
that her associates continually say to her ‘‘What a Lovel i 
You Have.” ‘What do you use?’ 


If your neck is streaked, if your Face, Hands or Arms are 
brown, dark, tanned or sallow, then apply Derma-Viva and 
note that—instantly—tregardless of your age or condition of 
your skin your complexion becomes a most beautiful white. 


Mrs. Laflin, housewife, writes us that ‘‘For quite a time after I was 
red, brown 
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will exceed your utmost expectations. 
Absolutely harmless. Avoid substi- 
tutes. Delightfully perfumed. Is used 
, has better effect, but 

or rub off. 60c from 


DERMA-VIVA COMPANY, 
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LetListerine, the safe anti- 
septic, protect, those dear 
to you. Its healing, anti- 
septic. virtues will guard 
you against many germ 
diseases... 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY, SAINT LOUIS.U.S.A. 
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